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Prefuce.

Ir is customary for an author, upon launching his frail bark,” to
jump up in the bow and make quite a bow-wow about it.

My bow shall be hasty and my speech curt. A few of&the suc-
ceeding chapters have already appeared in some of the leading
periodicals of the day, but as they were intimately connected with,
2and indispensably necessary to my story, I was forced to re-write
and introduce them here. Should, therefore, any reader of the
“Whig,” or the “Democratic Review,” or the “Literary World,” or
the “ Spirit of the Times,” find among these pages something that
may remind him of an old acquaintance, let him not accuse the
author of plagiarism, or indeed of any other literary crime, except
perhaps that of oceasionally picking his own pockets—an excusa-
ble offence in one who has drunk of the Sabine waters; for a sin-
gular but veracious account of whose miraculous effects, please
examine the “ Introduction.”

The author trusts that no apology will be necessary for intro-
ducing the two papers at the close of the volume, as they are
perfectly germane to the subject.
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Introductiom.

DuriNG many years Texas was-a jest for all nations, except
perhaps Mexico, to whom indeed she proved a somewhat
unpalatable reality. It was once the fashion at the north,
to name Texag as the inevitable terminus of every moon-
light flitting, whether occasioned by that innate modesty
which impels a reserved man to save his creditors from
interviews, unpleasant and unprofitable upon both sides ; by
a too warm admiration of a neighbor’s wife; the desire
to sever one’s own matrimonial fetters, by “ cutting” one’s
gelf; or, in fine, any of the thousand and one reasons
which so suddenly at times impart to men a fondness for
travel, or desire for the society of strangers, and render
an immediate change of climate equally necessary and
agreeable. In fact, in the years ’38 and ’39, when the
commercial horizon was dark and lowering, and the sun of
prosperity almost obscured by the dust from the over-
thrown Bank, and the smoke of the great fire, it became
very unsafe indeed, for the tradesman to doze too long of
a morning, for if he did, it was at least an equal chance
that upon at last arriving at his shop or store, the three

~ominous letters G. T. T., done in white chalk by mis-

chievous urchin or suspicious creditor would stare him fuil

in the face from the closed shutters of his window, or the

panel of the door that had been too long upon the lock,
1*



X INTRODUCTION.

The Texans themselves indulged in a sly chuckle over
their somewhat dubious reputation, and it was quite a
common joke to ask a man what his name was at home,
and what ke came to Texas for. The waters of the Sabine
river—which stream separates south-eastern Texas from
Louisiana—were said to produce peculiar effects upon all
who drank, bathed in, or even crossed their yellow cur-
rent. They were supposed to be a perfect Lethe to all
remaining consciousness of the correct distinction between
mewm and fuum which the immigrant might yet retain,
and it is recorded that one individual was so severely
affected by the combined consequences of a draught and

a ’ bath, that finding nothing else to appropriate, he
. *®adopted” his own under garment, which he had previ-
- ously washed and hung out to dry, and concealed it so
carefully from himself, that when its services were needed,

they were not to be had upon any terms.

Such, at least, was the tale he told, to account for a very
apparent scarcity of linen, and there was' thought to be
some truth in his story, as it was very evident that he Aad
been drinking something ; although the Sabine water must
have been of universal potency, to judge from the aroma
that hung around him. An incredulous wight suggested,
that as there was a small grocery upon the bank, perhaps
the man being very dry, had drunk up his shirt.

Did Texas deserve the contumely thus unsparingly
heaped upon her? Quite the reverse. The population of
this entire territory, consisting of whites, negroes, and
Indians, did not exceed forty thousand at the time of the
invasion by Santa Anna. There were a number of despe-
radoes, of the most dangerous and abandoned kind, to be
found upon and near the Sabine and the Red rivers ; some
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living upon the United States and some upon the Texas
side, accordingly as the danger of apprehension from either
government appeared more imminent at the time. Leav-
ing the narrow strip of rascality upon the eastern border
—and, by the way, there is, and has been no country,
civilized or uncivilized, without a similar one—you found
the young republic dotted here and there with small knots
of stock-raisers, principally from Louisiana ; a few down-
easters, seduced from their hard and stony farms, by the
milk and honey tales of some empressario’s agent ; an occa-
sional doctor looking for a large crop of disease and death ;
or, perhaps, one that had fewer reapers in the ficld; a
lawyer or two, to make the wills as the doctors finished up
the patients, to seek for offices and speculate in wild lands ;
a large number of the true pioneers who shot, fished, and
trapped for a living, treading closely in the footprints of
the retiring Indians; and certain disappointed men, or
those who having lost caste at home went abroad to regain
name, and fame, and fortune.

A more honest, careless, and hospitable commumty than
that of interior Texas it would be impossible to conceive
of, or to meet with anywhere this side of Utopia. Crime
of any kind was not tolerated. Every stranger was wel-
comed, aided, and respected, if he did but conduct himself
with propriety. After 1836 the population was much
reduced. Fear, famine, and Mexican slaughter had taken
away many of the settlers, driven others from the land,
and completely checked immigration.

During the general panic of ’38, many cotton planters
came to the country and brought their “force” of negroes
with them. Some of these left their home in a hurry, and
it must be confessed that they had pretty fair reasons for
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80 doing. The banks had been flooding the country with
their currency, which was lent in large sums to the few
who possessed the right kind of influence. Cotton and
_ sugar had commanded large prices, and the planter bor-
rowed money to purchase new plantations and increase
their “foree.” Suddenly the banks went down in one uni-
versal crash ; the planters were left with great quantities
of the useless “ promises to pay,” which they had borrowed
upon their own notes or on bond ard mortgage ; and these
amounts were to be paid, although the borrowed bills were
valueless. Ruin threatened upon every side ; ruin appa-
rently caused by the raseality of the very men who now
were to profit by it, by becoming the owners of negroes and
lands at the tithe of their value. Those who were not
involved in debt for more than one fourth of what their
estates were intrinsically worth, saw them absolutely
thrown away at a sheriff’s sale for perbaps half enough to
satisfy the execution. :

There were men who deemed that they had a right to
rescue themselves and their families from utter ruin ; so
shouldering their rifles, and arming the more trustworthy
of their negroes, they departed secretly for Texas; and
there is onc county nearly settled by them. With this
hegira commenced the culture of cotton in the interior, for
it had hitherto been confined to the eastern portion. As
the population increased, and money became more plen-
tiful, there came, of course, a proportionate increase of
crime.

In ’42, preparations were made for settling Fisher &
Miller’s grant with German emigrants; and for a year
previous to the annexation of the star republic with the
United States, they came over in great numbers. These
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men were miserable settlers. They seemed to have left
home with the idea that in future they were to live without
work, and had doubtless been amused with very Munchau-
senish tales of the facility with which game could be
obtained, for every one of them could be seen staggering
up the muddy streets at Houston with an interminable
equipage of pouches and game bags hung around their
necks, and a pair, at least, of heavy German “yagers”
upon their shoulders.

‘When they reached the colony, they would not work
during the first year, but lived upon the provisions pur-
chased by the company, and amused themselves principally
in trotting about the prairies, shooting at small birds and
getting themselves shot by the Indians.

“What new tribe,” said Santa Anna—the Commanche,
and not the Mexican chief—to Jack Hays; “what new
tribe have come among us? They ride along slowly with
their eyes bent upon the ground, smoking great. pipes,
knowing nothing of what is around them, and they never
wake up until we have sent an arrow right through
them ?”

Such men were of little use in a new country. Stupid
by nature, they became more stupid still by free indul-
gence in coarse gluttony and sottishness, and generally
finished themselves off in three or four years.

Times and people have changed, but still there remains
enough of the old leaven, of the simple-hearted stock rais-
ers and small farmers, to keep the average morality of
Téxas up to the standard of that of any other State, not
excepting even the boasted land of steady habits.

The towns in Texas, at the time of the revolution, were
few ‘and of small importance; such as San-Antonio-de-
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Bexar, with a population thoroughly Mexican, Nacogdo-
ches and San Augustin in the eastern part, several small
villages such as Victoria, Liberty, Harrisburg, Jasper, and
a few military posts as Anahuae, &e.

The population of these earlier settlements was such as
might be expected ; but the arm of the law, even under
the somewbhat lax administration of the “ Alcaldes,” was
still felt. When “ Houston” was founded it became for a
time the resort of all the gamblers in the eountry, until its
citizens decided, by a large majority, to turn Congress
adrift, and make them seek some other place upon which
to inflict their concomitant nuisances. The worst eurse
that ever fell upon the country came in the form of the
disbanded “ Murrel gang,” who, when their plans had been
revealed, and many of their names made known by the
courage of Stewart, fled to Texas, thinking there to find a
fair field for future operations, but they were very gene-
rally checked. They settled in numbers in a few conve-
nient places, and established a perfect eordon of posts
from Belew’s ferry and other points of the eastern frontier,
through the entire settled portion of the Republic. They
were, however, driven in from the eastern line and forced
to scatter in every direction.

In presenting the following pages to the publie, the only
object the author has in view is to give a correct idea of
scenes and scenery, men and manners, as they exist in a
section of our country of which much has been written,
but little is really known.

Men steam it down the Mississippi, probably killing the
time with whist and euker ; spend a week in New Orleans,
lounging about the bar-room of a crack hotel, and in
extreme cases some will venturc as far as Houston ; then
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leave again with all possible expedition and with the aid of
a * Mississippi and Ohio Pilot” (books), half a dozen Gazet-
teers, and, perhaps, “ Houston and his Republic,” or Seats-
field’s “ Cabin Book,” and a precious production by one
Dey—who asserts that Irish potatoes turn to sweet ones
in a few years, and a thousand other ridiculous absurdi-
ties, for the people found him out, and quizzed him to
their hearts’ content—and having all this vast mass of
information on hand, consider themselves perfectly pre-
pared to write sketches and volumes, converse and make
speeches upon subjects with which they are about as well
acquainted ag they are with the interior of Africa, or the
mountains in the moon.

If the following chapters can lay claim to no other merit
than truth and fidelity of description, the author is deter-
mined that these at least they shall deserve, and he hag no
intention of making up a book by drawing upon his own
imagination, or quoting from the works of others, whose
writings, were the truth known, are too often entirely void
of any pretension to authenticity or correctness.

Nothing but a familiar acquaintance with the country
and its inhabitants, that can only be obtained by a resi-
dence of years, not in the cities alone, but among the
genuine pioneers of the forest—the backwoodsmen as they
are termed—will entitle any man to lay a just claim to a
proper knowledge of either.

If these pages often treat subjects in an amusing rather
than a serious manner, it is out of the author’s power to
help'it, being by nature a disciple of Demoeritus, and dia-
metrically opposed to the school of his rival. The records
of the rights, adventures, and experience of ten years could
scarcely be comprised entire in one small volume ; and so
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the writer has described what he thought best worth
deseribing, and described it too as best pleased himself.
If some of the characters appear to have been castin a
rough mould, so were their prototypes; if their language
oecasionally varies from the strict rules of Lindley Mur-
ray, so did that of their originals; and if their humor be
of the rudest, such as it truly is and was, has been given.
Names, both of persons and places, have been sometimes
changed in order to avoid personality ; but the incidents
detailed are facts, and the descriptions are as faithful asié
has been in the author’s power to make them.



A

STRAY YANKEE IN TEXAS.

CHAPTER I.
BEAR AND SNAKE,

It was in the first youth of one of the last born sisters of
our Union, who, after a mes-alliance with a Mexican, that
greatly annoyed and distressed her friends, terminated.
the affair by scratching his eyes out ; taking forcible pos-
session of all the property, both personal and real, upon
which she could lay her hands ; kicking her would-be lord
and master unceremoniously and incontinently out of
doors ; and then, like a good child, coming home again,
and getting her friends to fight out her battles for her ;
as I before said, it was in the younger days of one of our
youngest states that the adventure, or rather series of
adventures, occurred which I am about to relate.

In consequence of a certain roving disposition, desirous
~—ag Cicero hath it—of. novelties, I found myself located
and domiciled in the bosom of the family of one Joe Hough,
a regular backwoodsman, a capital hunter, and a decided
character, with nothing in particular to do except to
amuse myself as best I might.
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Having thus premised, let us plunge at once in medias
res.

* * * * * *

“Doc on my cat! ef thar hain’t been dar about, ye can
take my hat!”

“ How do you know, Joe ?”

“Xnow! Just you sight that muscadine vine, whar one
of the varmint’s been a lappin’, and look at the sign on
that tree, and on the ground.”

I looked, and, as Joe said, there was sign enough. The
bark of the tree that supported the grape vine was marked
with the bear’s claws; and, as for the vine itself, it had
been subjected to the very ingenious operation that bears
are wont to perform when they wish a dessert of the fruit,
and which is effected by climbing well up the tree, then
crawling out upon a limb, and slipping off, legs extended,
spread-eagle fashion, bringing vine, grapes, and all with
him in the facilis descensus.

Bruin’s plan to strip the grapes from the vine is simple,
but effective. He twists his tongue—as long, as rough,
and as potent as that of a maiden-shrew—around a por-
tion of the vine, and drawing it down, grapes, leaves,
bugs, and worms, at one fell swoop, enter his capacious
maw.

But stop one moment. Iet us give the reader an
inkling of who we were, and what we were about.

Joe Hough and the reader’s humble servant made up
the party ; and a party that would have attracted rather
more attention had they appeared in Broadway, accoutred
ag they were, than, perhaps, might have been agreeable to
them. Joe was in full Texas rig: a bronzed face, that
would not have disgraced Captain Cook when his first
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voyage round the world was ended, beamed forth from
beneath the overshadowing of a home-made palmetto hat,
whose style and general appearance gave proof that Genin
had not been about in that region lately; a pair of cot
tonade pants,—that owed their existence entirely to Joe’s
industrious wife, who had spun the cotton, woven the yarn.
in fine, done everything that had been done to call them
into being, with the sole exception of making the buttons,
and they evidently camec from the four quarters of the
globe—fastened round the waist with a rusty leather
belt, and terminating somewhere near, but not quite effect-
ing a junction with, a couple of particularly greasy mocca-
sins. These, with a very coarse article, which Mrs. Trol-
lope insists upon it is known among our ladies as “a
pillow case,” completed the outer man. The other party’s
dress bore a striking resemblance to that of the former,
except that it had, perhaps, a shade more of pretension,
and that a red sash, in lieu of the leather belt, girded the
walst. ) ;
Speaking of Joe’s wife, reminds me very naturally of
the female herself; and as the lady had some peculiar
accomplishments of her own, I may as well, en passant, say
a word or two of them. A sallow face, with no very
striking features, save a pair of small but brilliant black
eyes, and lips as expressive of firmness as those of the
elder Brutus ; a head of sunburnt hair, whose original hue
it would have been extremely difficult to discover, so
weather-beaten and discolored had the capillary covering
become ; a neck neither long nor short, adorned by a
string of golden beads; a very plain dress,—coat, as she
termed it,—innocent of any attempt at ornament, made,
Heaven knows in what fashion, and only remarkable for
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economy in material, both in quantity and quality—the
groundwork of the structure being of her own manufac-
ture ; a pair of hands, evidently ignorant of idleness ; the
same number of feet, tanned by exposure, and, except upon
occasions of unusual moment, guiltless of any covering,
save that which nature had given, and sun and soil
impressed ; were the external characteristics of the woman,

Her gift of speech was limited ; her words blunt, but to
the point ; her only mission evidently being to milk the
kine, and to prepare the meals and the clothing of her
husband and children. Whether she exhibited any signs
of woman’s nature when in company with her own sex, T
know not; but, in her own home, I never knew -her to
smile, to attempt a jest, to tell a tale, or even ask a ques-
tion, unless it were a matter of absolute and imperative
necessity ; yet she went through her daily round of duties
cheerfully, and bore the life of hardship, danger, and
exposure, which all pioneers must bear, without a mur-
mur. She had never known any other. In accomplish-
ments, she could ride a horse admirably, shoot a rifle even
more truly than Joe, smoke a pipe, masticate the weed,
and, at a pinch, manage a little snuff if it were offered
her.

One day Joe and I, on returning from one of our expe-
ditions, found her sitting on the door-sill very quietly
smoking her pipe.

“ All right ?” asked Joe, as we approached the door.

The lady drew the pipe from her mouth, and pointed to
something dimly visible in the interior of the cabin, which,
upon examination, proved to be the skin of a huge pan-
ther, shot and skinned by her own ready hands. Upon
inquiry, she informed us, with more than Spartan bre-
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vity, that #the boys see the varmint nigh the house. She
called the dogs and tuk the gun ; he tuk a tree, and she
fetched him.”

This was her second exploit in panther-killing during
the four years of their present residence.

Now for a countermarch. Joe and I, at the time of the
commencement of my tale, were upon the banks of a bayou,
in a very dense thicket, and intent upon discovering a
cypress brake or grove of white oak, near enough theriver
to admit of certain staves, shingles, ete., yet to be made,
to be drawn to and rafted down it; and in the pursuance
of our quest we have fallen upon the hereinbefore-men-
tioned “bear-sign.”

There could be no more timber-hunting that day ; fresh
bear-sign, and that so near home, proved too much for
Joe’s newly-born spirit of industry, and fat bear meat got
the better of staves and shingles without much of a strug-
gle.

“Joe,” said I, “ consider, man : here we are, not a mile
from home, and to turn back because you think that a
bear has been about here lately! Why, man, bear are
almost as plenty as ‘’possums’ in this confounded thicket.”

“Bar been about !’ replied Joe, * you may swar to that;
and he’s about yet, lappin’ somewhar less nor sixty rod
off, an’ as for it’s bein’ nigh the settlement, and most on
the edge of the prairie, that’s what I'm goin’ back for.
The varmint knows the way out, and I'll just bet a hogs-
head of niggers he was one of the chaps that smashed up
my corn crap. I'm bound to have him.”

Now, as Joe was obstinate as a mule, and exceedingly
energetic, industrious, and persevering when anything
except pure work was to be done, I made a merit of neces-
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sity, resigning myself to the chances and mischances of a
bear-hunt, with as good a grace as might be expected
under the circumstances.

The trail by which we had entered the forest was very
tortuous, but Joe insisted that he knew where he was
exactly, and could take a straight route home. So, draw-
ing his hack-knife from its sheath, he plunged into a dense
cane-brake that adorned the bayou’s bank, and commenced
cutting and carving a path in true backwoods style.. I fol-
lowed after him in Indian file, aiding and abetting his
rude attempts at road-making whenever a mass of bull-
brier or bamboo-vines, ¢rossing and recrossing the cane,
forming a natural fence impossible for animals and but
barely practicable to man, called for action on the part of
self and hatehet.

Fifteen minutes’ hard work brought us to the edge of the
open forest, and we were pushing on at a great pace, when
Joe suddenly ecame to a halt, motioning me with his hand
to imitate his example.

Joe’s keen eye certainly had seen something, and, after
peering at it a moment or so, he beckoned me to his side.

Following the direction of his finger, I soon beheld, at the
foot of a gigantic oak, a pair of those most hideous of all
abominable reptiles—moccasin snakes.

These were of unusual size, and appeared quite wide
awake, which, for one of the species, is very unecommon.
They usually seem to be stupified by their own venom,
and never interfere with travellers’ rights unless a person
ghould approach sufficiently near for them to give him a
snap, and then, coward-like, slink away into the under-
brush.

Our snakes, however, were of different metal ; and,
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judging from their great size and unusual alacrity, pro-
bably the war chiefs of the tribe. With their heads and
part of their bodies erect, their demoniac eyes glaring
fury, and their bifurcated tongues darting in and out, they
evidently meditated an attack.

Stepping past Joe, I raised my hatchet, took deliberate
aim, and blazed away. My shot was perfectly innocuous,
for, ducking their heads, the hatchet passed over them,
and then, as if animated by a common impulse, they
«dashed at us. I beat an immediate retreat, being deprived
of my only weapon, offensive or defensive ; and moreover
having always had implicit faith in the old proverb touch-
ing “fighting and running away,” in the hope of “living
to fight another day.”

Joe stood his ground like a man, and as the first snake
approached, struck at the head with his knife. I saw the
motion, and immediately after heard him give one of those
singular whistles or blows, like the sudden puff of a loco-
motive, which seem to belong to the African vernacular,
and to imply astonishment, wonder, and perhaps alarm.
Joe immediately put his thumb in his mouth and jumped,
evidently thinking himself snake-bitten. Having found a
club ready for my purpose, and dispatched our enemies in
a hurry, I turned to condole and assist poor Joe ; but as T
turned, beheld quite a stream of a very valorous and pug-
nacious variety of the hornet issuing from the ground
where Joe had made his late stand against the snakes.
Having no desire to complete the achievements of the
morning by a Quixotic attack upon the hornets, I made
off for Joe, leaving them in full, if not quiet, possession of
the field. . }

Joe stood sucking his thumb, occasionally stamping with
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pain and anger, like a boy in the sullens, and it was some
time before I could persuade him that he was the victim
to no greater calamity than a hornet sting; but when
convinced of it, he gave vent to a profusion of strange
baekwoods oaths, which involved in one common anathema
all sorts of reptiles and insects—musquitoes, fleas, and horn-
toads, being ineluded in the general ruin.

It seemed that while sucking and examining his thumb,
he, for once in life, had his latter end brought clearly in
view; and this circumstance, acting as a curb to his
anger, bottled up a vast amount of impiety, which eseaped
like the notes from Munchausen’s horn, when the said
wholesome fear was removed.

After my irate friend had somewhat cooled down, he
turned his attention to the results which would indubitably
follow our morning’s adventure. “ It was had luck, sure,”
he said, “ to have a snake attack you, and we should see more
snakes than bears that day” (which I thought very likely),
“and maybe some of us would get snake-bit for sartin.”

Asif to strengthen Joe’s predietion, we killed on our
homeward route, two ground and one large prairie rattle-
gnake, the death of each one elieiting from Joe the remark,
“Dog on my cat, I'd a swore it.”

Arrived at the settlement, disappointment awaited us.
Joe’s brother-in-law, Sam Ming, had gone out turkey-hunt-
ing, and taken with him all the eurs, whieh alone are use-
ful in turkey or bear-hunting—all that is required in either
being their noisy bark—and moreover, good dogs are very
seldom trusted to encounter with Bruin, their courage
usually proving fatal to them in such combats.

Noon arrived, and with it the usual allowance of boiled
Jjerked beef, ecorn bread and coffee. One, two, three
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o’clock were successively marked by the shadow in the
doorway, but no Sam and no dogs.

Joe bore it like a martyr, amusing himself with his
pipe and an occasional nap, until near sundown; and
then saying, “ Night with a moon in it was as good for
bar as sunlight,” he set about mustering his forces.

First in the ranks appeared a tall, lanky Alabamian,
named Poke—six feet four inches in height, broad in the
shoulders, loose about the hips, thin in the legs, hands
and feet of great size, hair as light as that of our modern
Horace, eyes green as those of a cat in the dark, a face
flabby and white, without expression, and a head as full
of emptiness as that horror which nature is said to enter-
tain of a vacuum would permit. He was a great braggart,
a greatbore, and the great butt for the rough jokes of the
whole settlement. Next on the list was a bulky, blunder-
ing son of Erin, remarkable for nothing but his blun-
ders, and, as a proof of it, he had, for the occasion, divested
his feet of a heavy pair of “ pot metal” boots, and invested
them in two old, worn-out, slip-shod brogans, whose size
proved, that huge as were Moore’s feet, some one existed,
or had existed, who could have given them large odds,
and beat them. Two brothers of Joe’s, Dave and Baze,
the missing Sam Ming, who had just made his appearance
with the dogs and quite a show of wild turkeys, and a
venerable negro in a remarkable state of preservation
considering his age, completed our number.

“ Massa Dave,” asked old Casar, “aint a-gwain to fetch
Bose along ?”

“Np, indeed,” replied Dave. *Shan’t have him spoiled
for no bar.”

“Now, look yeah, Massa Dave,” persisted the negro;

2
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“ole Bose aint a-gwain to get heself hurt wid no bar.
Dese pups aint no account—dey dusnt know a bar from a
two-yer-old—dey mus hab some one to show em de way,
and den dey kin do de yippin’ fas enuff.”

Joe and the others chimed in with Cesar, but Dave
was deaf to all entreaties, and would not risk the life and
limbs of a dog “ worth,” he said, “ three cows and calves.”
He had better have taken old Africa’s advice.



CHAPTER II.
MORE SNAKE THAN BEAR.

JoE, as a matter of course, took the lead ; next came the
redoubtable Poke, armed with a double-barrel, which ex-
‘cited both the sneers and the laughter of his compatriots;
Dave, Baze, and Sam composed the main body, while old
Africa and young New York, in the persons of Casar and
myself, brought up the rear. Cemsar was evidently in an
especial bad humor; so bad, indeed, that the forced
absence of his favorite “Bose” would hardly account for
it; and, as he stumped along behind me with a fire-pan on
his shoulder and an axe in his hand, every time' that he
made a mis-step, hurt his toe, or that his shin—the seat of
African honor—ecame in rude contact with unexpected
substances, so brimful was he of ire and bitterness, that
no small quantity—spilled as it were by the jolt—would
overflow in the form of a round dozen of African oaths,
succeeded by a continued rumble of mutterings, for all the
world like distant Dutch thunder.

“Dog gone, de fool! who ax him for come, hey ? Antee
gwain cotch dis child wid the pups, no how. Mass Joe’s
sense mus be done gone any how ; das a fac.”

“Why, Cesar,” said I, at length, “what can be the
matter ? what has disturbed your equanimity ?”

“ Stnb’d my ckalimity ! massa Phil, dah’s nuff to stub
enny white folks’ ekalimity, let Zlone poor nigga, sah.
Dars Mass Dave’s gone leff Bose home—knows moren
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him, any day—and that no count Mass Poke, he got dern
fool scatter gun, wid cussed (Cesar for percussion) locks,
and bofe of the hammers down. Whose gwain to hunt de
dogs ahead ob him, I like to know; t’aint dis nigga.
F’e’s gwain to shoot somebody, best send in white folks ;
dey don’t cost nuffin ; nigga’s wuff de money ; cant ford
it, sah.”

Casar was quite right in the matter of Poke and his
gun. The gentleman was a sportsman and horseman of
the Winkle school, never of any benefit in expeditions of
this kind, and generally the cause of mischief.

As for the situation of his gun, it may not be amiss for
me, hére, to give a hint to all young sportsmen.

Never carry a percussion gun with the hammer in any
other way than at half cock. A slight blow, a fall, or a
projecting limb, may caunse a discharge, if the hammer be
down ; and I have known lives lost and limbs destroyed
for the want of proper caution in this respect.

By the time we had reached the “timber,” the short-
lived twilight had waned, and night had fairly set in ; the
moon was quite low down in the horizon, but a thousand
pretty inquisitive ctars were peeping down upon us
through the foliage of the old oaks.

We were pushing lustily forward in Indian file, the
canine portion of the party, at least, in fine spirits, when
a loud shout from the rear brought us to a halt and to
the right about, and in a few moments a new comer was
received with a hearty greeting from all hands. He was
the pioneer of a race that is destined ere long to overrun
this region, a shrewd thorough-going Yankee peddler,
who had brought with him into the wilderness a large
stock of clocks and other notions, now mostly converted
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into cows and calves. He disposed of his wares at exor-
bitant prices, receiving in pay the above-named bovine
currency of the country, at the customary trade price—
ten dollars per pair—and bid fair soon to become one of
the largest stock owners in the prairie.

Good-natured, ever ready for “trade,” quick at rude
repartee, seemingly liberal, and by no means deficient in
either tact or courage, he was a great favorite with all.

Caesar, despite of all remonstrances, was now ordered
ahead with the dogs, and went off very sullenly, having
previously intrusted our Yankee friend Biggs with the
fire-pan. For some time both Joe and the negro had
their hands full with the curs, who were running and
yelping in every direction, and at all kind of game; but
before long a shout from the men, and a prolonged and
general chorus from the dogs, told us that something of
consequence was up.

Off we dashed, hurry-scurry, in hot pursuit of the
clamor, but little heeding briers and brambles, rents or
scratches, in the excitement of the moment.

Joe and Casar were soon in sight, then disappeared for
a moment as they rushed down a steep gully. Joe’s “ yip”
had just announced that he had reached the opposite bank,
when our evil genius Poke, so full of the chase that he
had not noticed the dry bayou before him, pitched head-
long down the precipitous bank. Off went he, and off
went his gun, and in an instant a yell, that no white man’s
throat could have uttered, announced that the shot had
told. 3 :

“0,ki’l bress de Lor’, Mass Poke, d——n you, sar,
got this nigga to pay for ; tank de Lor’ for dat massy,
anyway. Whafor you no shoot yuself, and do sometin
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good? Who axed you hit dis chile? Pray de gorry
mity ye broke yer dern fool no count neck”—eame up from
the hollow in broken sentences, as the poor fellow rolled
down the opposite side, and finally landed right on top of
Poke, who lay on his back shouting for help, and insisting
upon it that at least every other bone in his body had
been broken. In spite of the certainty that some mischief
had been done, and the uncertainty of its extent, we were
fairly convulsed with laughter ; and when, after an evi-
dent tussle between the two, a erash was heard, and
Caesar’s voice proclaimed in triumphant tones: * Dar, dat
gun’s fixed for slow shootin ; won’t kill no more niggas ;
smash him to pipe stems, dat’s some comfit,” we had per-
force to roar.

In a moment after both made their appearanece, and

" anger had evidently obtained the mastery of pain and fear.
No serious damage had been done to either, and the
return of killed and wounded exhibited no greater disas-
ters than a barked nose upon Poke, a slight graze of two
shots upon a very pinguid and prominent portion of
Caesar’s person, and a double-barrel—the parent of all
this misehief—put entirely hors-de-combat.

Having repaired damages and patched up a temporary
truce between the contending parties, we dashed off at the
best speed we might after the dogs, whose yelping sound-
ed more dim in the distance. Joe declared that he had
started a bear, and have him he would. To all appear-
ance the bear had either taken a tree, or else, relieved
from the fear of his great enemy—man—turned upon his
tormenting pursuers. :

The latter proved to be the case, and, having squeezed
_through a thick piece of cane, we came suddenly upon as
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pretty a scene of confusion as ever a somewhat dull moon
—one-half its beams being tangled with, and intercepted
by, the over-hanging branches—partly illumined. An un-
gainly objeet in black was dimly visible near a huge tree,
and surrounded by a dozen or more dogs, of all colors,
breeds, and sizes, barking to the manifest danger of their
lungs, dashing at him whenever his back was turned, and
he for a moment quiet, but retreating in a most undigni-
fied manner in all directions when he launched at them,
which operation he performed sometimes upon four feet,
and sometimes upon two, accompanying his demonstrations
with particularly edifying growls.

The crackling of the cane and the shouts of his pursuers,
partly audible amid the general din, at length aroused
Bruin to a lively sense of the true danger of his situation ;
and abandoning in haste his inglorious conflict, he, in
his hurry, did the very worst of all things possible—took
a tree.

Now all of this, although occupying some time in recital,
was in transaction but the work of a moment; and the
bear had mounted some twenty feet before a gun was -
levelled at him.

“Hold on—don’t fire,” cried Dave—tke shot on all great
occasions—to Moore, who was raising his old musket, as
I thought, with an insane intention of shooting the moon ;
“hold on, let him get quiet.”

Too late. Moore blazed away, and very luckily, con-
sidering who it was, did no particular mischief. Another
gun was fired, and then Joe’s voice was heard in tones of
warning

“Look out,boys! He’s a coming ; stand clar.” Bruin
had discovered his error, and although more frightened
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than hurt, was apparently weditating a retreat. An
instant after, and any doubts that might have been enter-
tained on the subject, were dissipated ; for, being some-
what pressed for time, and under the circumstances pre-
ferring the shortest way, Bruin suddenly let go all, and
down he came with a tremendous thug, plump in the midst
of the dogs, and very narrowly escaped making a general
average among them.

Every gun yet undischarged was immediately fired at
him, and evidently with some effect, for although the
gentleman in black made off again upon three legs, there
was anything but “ grace in his steps,” and his pace could
scareely be termed tiptop.

Moore snatched the axe from old Casar’s hands, and
was after the quarry on the instant.

Away went Bruin, and away went Moore ; the rest of
us following closely, and in too much haste to think of a
reload.

It was becoming tight times with Bruin. Moore neared
him, aimed a blow with his axe, missed, and went down
stem foremost with all sail set ; up again, ran fairly along-
side with the intention of boarding the enemy, and the
axe was again poised for an effective blow, when Bruin
turned and made a claw at him, tearing his nether gar-
ments, carrying off one of the overgrown brogans as a
trophy, and making his mark pretty legibly upon the foot
and ankle of the unfortunate Milesian, who, jumping
back, went down this time stern foremost, impinging
on Joe, and involving him in the general decline and
fall.

While we gathered around the prostrate pair, Bruin
plunged down the banks of a bayou near at hand, and the

.
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crash of the dense caue told that he now was upon pretty
safe ground.

Moore’s wounds were neither deep nor dangerous. If
he was somewhat deficient in coolness, he certainly was
not in courage, but seemed ready to come up to the seratch
upon all occasions, as the late affair had proved ; and so,
after rubbing his leg a minute, declared his readiness to
2o on as soon as the missing shoe could be discovered.

“Shoe,” said Joe, “ whar’s yer boots?”

“ At home,” answered Dave, “ a-waitin’ for him. Lucky
he didn’t hav one on em on, or the bar would hev put his
foot in it1”

“Which shoe have you lost ?”” demanded Poke.

“The off one, to be sure,” said Biggs.

“ Hurroo, murther, the curse av Cromwell on ye! it’s
myself ’is got it now,” yelled poor Moore in anguish.
Poor fellow, he kad got it. Stumping along, he had
absolutely stuck his unprotected toe into the open
Jjaws of a Jarge rattlesnake, and received a very dangerous
wound. g

Joe and Dave commenced masticating tobaceo furiously,
and Biggs produced a gourd of whiskey, of which at least
a tumblerful was poured down the sufferer’s throat, with-
out any decided effort at resistance upon his part; then a
great poultice of the tobacco was bound upon the wound,
and more of the whiskey poured upon that. The internal
application operated admirably ; and the patient recover:
ing his courage, now increased by no slight addition of
the Dutch article, insisted that he was perfectly able to
get home, with no other help than that of Biggs—and the
gourd of whiskey.

As be limped off, Poke edged up to old Casar, and

, gs
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asked in a low and tremulous voice, if he thought there
were many more snakes about there.

“Ki, yes, massa,” replied the negro, delighted to witness
his fear, “dare’s more'n a cartload to de acre, just wha
we stan’.”

“I—I rather reckon I'd best go after em,” said Poke,
aloud. “Moore’ll want to be carried afore he gets far;
and Casar and Sam had best come along too.”

“No, no,” answered Dave, “ they’ll do well enongh ; if
you want to go, go. I'm not agoin’ to give this up yet.”

All the remainder of the party coincided with Dave
except Joe, whose faith in the adverse omen of the morn-
ing was marvellously strengthened, and he now insisted
that all chance for overtaking the bear was at an end for
the present ; that he could be found in the morning with
the aid of old Bose and the hounds; and that then he
would be not far off, and the stiffness from his wounds

. and weakness from loss of blood would render him an
easy prey.

Poke endorsed all of Joe’s arguments, and called our
attention to the threatening appearance of the sky, which
was fast becoming overclouded. Dave, Sam, Baze, and
old Cagsar were for having the bear at any rate ; and how
the affair would have terminated I know not, if the negro
had not cut the Gordian knot.

I noticed him stealing slily behind Poke, who was too
much engaged in the discussion to notice him; and in a
moment after the long-legged Alabamian gave one terrific
yell, and flopped over upon the ground.

“Snake! sn-a-a-a-ke!l sn-a-a-a-kelll Oh, Lord, I'm a
dead man. Help! murder! I'm done for! Carry me
home. Send for a doctor. I'm as good as dead now. 1
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feel it a comin’. My hand’s cold already. Can’t some-
body pray?
“4‘Now I lay me down to sleep—
* * * *

“¢Your little hands were never made
To tear each other’s eyes.’”

These rather heterogeneous lines were probably the
only remnants of early piety in the storehouse of his
memory.

We tried to comfort him, to ascertain the situation of
his wound ; but all in vain, he would die. Nothing could
help him. We must carry him home, and let him die in his
bed. His limbs were stiffening now, and then he yelled
and roared again like a mad bull.

There was no help for it. So shouldering him bodily,
we started for home at a slow pace. The negro would
not go near him. Snake-bit people bit others, he had
heard, and %e would not risk it.

After a while, Casar approached Joe, and whispered
something in his ear, which caused him to give an emphatic
whistle ; then he announced that he was quite tired, and
must deposit his precious burden for a moment on mother
earth.

In spite of all Poke’s remonstrances and groans this
was done. Then Joe whispered the secret to me and to
the rest, and leaving the wounded gentleman reclining
upon a bed of leaves, we quietly walked off.

“Hollo, don’t leave me; I ain’t dead yet. Don’t, oh
don’t;” shouted Poke.

“Keep cool,” said I, “ we are only going to make a lit-
ter for you, and will be back in a moment;”
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‘We pushed on, regardless of his eries, and very soon our
laughter, no longer to be controlled, broke forth. The
would-be dying man heard it, and recovering the use of
his limbs in a miraculous manner, came up in a run, swear-
ing at us for our inhumanity, appealing to our compassion,
and insisting upon it that he would not live to reach home,
all in a breath.

“Shut up,” said Joe, “ the nigger only spurred you a lit-
tle with a piece of cane; that’s all the harm you've had ;
don’t be a fool.”

Instead of a fool, there seemed to be more danger now of
his becoming a madman ; and it was as much as we could
do to keep him from laying violent hands.on the sable
Jjoker.
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MORE BEEF THAN VENISON.

I BAvE already mentioned that Cesar had made his
appearance, equipped with a fire-pan, and as many of
my northern readers may not know the article or its use,
and as some may think it synonymous with a warming-
pan, a little explanation is necessary.

A “fire-pan” is a kind of basket formed of pieces of
1ron hoops or straps, to which a long pole is attached as a
handle. It is used in “fire-hunting.” The hunter having
placed a number of pine knots or chips of light wood in
the basket, when he has reached his hunting grounds sets
them on fire, and proceeds on a search for “eyes.” A
deer or other wild animal, attracted and astonished by
the blaze, will stand very quietly until the hunter has
approached quite near to him. The eyes of the animal,
veflecting the firelight, are as plainly visible amid the
surrounding darkness, as are stars in a moonless night.
The hunter, who has previously carried the pan upon his
left shoulder, now transfers it to a companion, and aims,
not at the eyes, but so that his ball will take effect on a
line equidistant from them, and at a spot about one and a
half inches below. This shot, if suceessful, will kill the
game instantly by breaking the animal’s neck.

Backwoodsmen are good anatomists, and know exactly
where to find and how to avoid the vital part in any ani-
mal ; and this knowledge is sometimes of singular utility
to them.
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The “creasing” of a horse is a feat, which, though com-
mon enough among them, would electrify a northern
jockey, and play the deuce with the nerves of a northern
marksman.

Horses, after having been branded, are permitted to run
wild and free as air upon the prairies, and it sometimes

. happens that when some particularly fine and fast animal
is wanted, he is not to be had upon any ordinary terms.
Days are spent, and quite a troop of horsemen employed
in hunting him up and driving him to the pen, which,
when near to, instead of entering peaceably, he turns up
his nose at, and giving a furious snort, dashes open-monthed
at his pursuers, and charges through their thick hatta-
lions.

If he has been once properly “roped,” all that is neces-
sary is to get one upon his neck ; but under these circum-
stances who is to bell the cat, and how is it to be done ?

He is too cunning to permit of a pursuer’s coming
within reach of him when he is at full speed, and when
the rope is certain and effective, aud as he wheels and
charges, it is almost impossible to throw one effectively.

One or two such attempts have been made with similar
guccess, or rather with no success at all, and his owner has
decided that heis to be“ creased.” The best marksman in
the settlement is selected, the horse, if possible, sur-
rounded, and while he is gazing at the extended circle
of his pursuers, as if meditating which one it will be most
safe to venture .ncar in his attempt at escape, crack goes
the rifle, but before the report reaches his ear, a ball has
creased the cartilage, immediately beneath his mane; he
falls powerless and completely unnerved to the ground.
In a2 moment a noose is thrown around his neck, and
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when recovering, he rises slowly and tremblingly ; he sub-
mits quietly to the disgraceful rope, or, if previously igno-
rant of its power, makes a desperate but ineffectual attempt
to escape.

If the latter be the case, his captor is prepared for him.
The other end of the rope is made fast to the pommel of
the saddle, and when the wild animal starts off, the rider,
clapping spurs to his horse, accompanies the fugitive a few
rods, until he be under good headway, then throwing his
leg over the rope, wheels his horse and dashes off at a
right angle.

In an instant the career of the runaway is terribly
checked, and he is hurled, panting and bruised, upon the
grass. - So severe is this discipline, that a horse never
requires a second lesson, and most of them may afterwards
be ridden with safety, controlled alone by a rope around
the neck.

Sometimes, indeed, they are killed by the fall, or neck-
broken by the rope, but such accidents are not of frequent
oceurrence.

The quarrel had been settled by Joe, who ordered the
bully to hold his tongue or to “put out;” and the bully
put out for home, all alone, and very much put out
indecd.

“ Massa Joe,” exclaims Africa, “I see berry fine drove
ob deer dis ebenin’, jist in de pint of timber bout half mile
off. I were fotchin’ up the cows; I seed ’em feedin’ when
I went up de prairie, and when I cum back agin I jist
make de pony fass, and crawl out in de timber, and dar
dey was, all down, and dey’r mighty apt to be near dar
yet—das a fae, I'll swore it.”

“Yes, you black scoundrel,” returned Dave, “that's
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where you were so late to-night, and that’s the way you
lost hialf the cows, is it?”

“Now, look heah, Massa Dave, don’t ye allers told me
to keep my eye skinned, and look out for deer meat when
T'm about on de prairie ?”

“1 did not tell you,” retorted Dave, “ to quit your busi-
ness, and leave half the cows behind.” e

“ Never mind that now,” interrupted Joe ; “ about the
decr ; I'd like to get some meat afore I go home anyhow.
Case! hev you got any fireworks ? I don’t want to draw
my load.”

Casar replied to this question by pulling down a hand-
ful of moss from an overhanging branch, and selecting
from it, by feeling, the black or dead portion of it, he
threw the rest away. Next he broke off the tiny twigs
from the ends of some fallen boughs, and then putting a
few grains of powder upon a wad of cotton, went to work
with flint and steel, and soon the mass was on fire. The
burning cotton was then placed in the centre of a quantity
of the dried moss, and whirled rapidly about until a blaze
broke forth. It was then deposited upon the ground, the
dead sticks placed upon it, and in a few moments a
cheerful fire was burning in the old forest, throwing
its light over a small circle, around which appeared a
wall of darkness, apparently tenfold more dense than
before.

The negro then drew from his pocket a few chips of
light wood, or heart of the pitch pine, and having ignited
them, threw them into the pan, and we were ready for our
fire-hunt.

Cesar went ahead, carrying the pan; Joe nearly

“abreast of him, claiming the post of honor as being more
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experienced in seeing and diseriminating between the
various kinds of “ eyes” than any other of the company.

The rest of us—except Baze, who was packed off with
the dogs—followed closely. Having approached the
prairie, we skirted it for some distance, moving along
steathily and silently in the now open timber. Joe’s
keen eyes peered about in every direction, but for a long
time in vain. We had proceeded in this manner for
nearly two miles, the fire-pan had been replenished seve-
ral times before anything worthy of note occurred, and
the whole party were about wearied out, when a sharp
“ hist,” sibillated from Joe’s lips, brought us to a halt. A
slight rustle immediately before us attracted our observa-
tion, and we saw glimmering in the surrounding darkness
what appeared to be two balls of fire. Joe shook out his
priming, carefully wiped the “ frizen” and pan with a bit
of woollen rag, rubbed his thumb nail across his flint,
re-primed, and, bringing his rifle up, took deliberate aim.

“Massa Joe,” whispered Casar at this critical juncture,
“best look sharp ; don’t like them eyes, anyway.”

An impatient gesture was Joe’s only reply. The aim
was again taken, and the crack of the rifle resounded in
the still night, making a thousand echoes in among the old
woods.

“Bl-a-a-a,” was heard in very bovine accents from the
direction of the victim, while from the prairie arose a
shout, &

“D-o-o-n’t fire. Murder! Help!”

“Massa Joe’s gone done it dis time for sartin,” ex-
claimed the negro. “Dat deer’s a two-yer-ole, dis chile’ll
swar.”

A few steps brought us to the scene of bloodshed, and
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there, extended upon the ground, and in the agonies of
death, lay a fine young heifer, bearing Joe’s ear-crop and
brand.

Joe’s rage and sorrow were as nothing to his shame, for
a man who shoots “beef” instead of “deer” is for ever
after a laughing-stock to the settlement. A halloo, in
reply to the shout from the prairie, soon produced an
-answer, and a return in the person of the redoubtable
Poke, who, fairly bewildered, had been following our mov-
ing light, with the idea that it proceeded from the settle-
ment.

Making the best of the accident, Joe and the rest soon
had the unfortunate heifer skinned and dressed. Wearied
and worn out, wet with the heavy dew, and seratched and
torn with thorns and briers, we slowly returned home, bear-
ing a very ignoble trophy of our achievements.



CHAPTER IV.
SALUTATORY, A WILD-GOOSE CHASE, AND A MARE'S NEST.

VEry little attempt at early rising was made by any of
our hunting party on the following morning, and small
was the inclination that Joe or I felt for timber hunting,
when once fairly up. He poked about his cabin and field,
flattering himself with the delusive idea that he was at
work, and I, mounting my horse, galloped off upon the
prairie, after nothing in particular. I had returned, din-
ner had been eaten—during it, Joe’s wife asked him if he
would have some “ deer :” a mistake of hers, probably,as I
never knew her fo joke—the accustomed pipe had been
smoked, and all the males of the settlement were stretched
out upon their blankets, enjoying their wonted siesta,
when a horseman dashed up to the fence, in front of Joe’s
mansion, and gave the usual “halloo.”

I looked out, and perceived that the horse had evidently
been severely pushed, as his reeking flanks and the lather
upon his sides bore testimony. The “halloo” brought Joe
to his senses first, and then to the door.

‘Whatever press of business there may be, a certain
necessary ceremonial is always to be sacredly observed
before a visit to a cabin is paid.

First, the rider shouts out *halloo,” which means,
“ Godd people, I am here, and here I mean to stay until
you come out and keep the dogs off ;” then, after an inter-
«val, the proprietor makes his appearance, and very lei-



44 A WILD-GOOSE CHASE AND A MARE'S NEST.

surely approaches the fence without speaking a word ; he
next throws one leg over the fence, then the other follows ;
and, having attained the top, seats himself very delibe-
rately upon it, and awaits the next move from the other
party.

The latter now brings his horse alongside the fence, and
the conversation commences.

“How are ye, Judge ?”

“T'm right peart—how’s yerself?”

“Qh, I keep a pushin’—~how’s the old woman and
the boys ?”

“ Considerable sassy, only thar’s been a smart chance
of ager down in our neck of the woods.”

“ Got a smart chunk of a pony thar.”

“Yes, sir, he’s some pumkins sure ; offered ten cows and
calves for him ; he’s death on a guarter.”

“ Come from down the prairie ?”

“Yes, sir, and hurried up my critter right smart, I tell
3)ou.”

“How’s the craps?”

“Well, they ain’t nothin’ to brag on, though we’ve got
a gush of peaches.”

The gentleman upon the fence now descends from it
with due deliberation, and, approaching the occupant of the
horse, shakes hands with him in a most solemn and edify-
ing manner ; he then surveys the horse from stem to stern,
probably examines his mouth to ascertain his age; and
having performed all these duties with due decorum, he
next proceeds to exhibit his hospitality.

“ Come, Judge, 'light and tie your horse out.” Without
any further remark, the Judge did as he was desired ; and
having found a stake driven in the ground, he affixed to it
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one end of the caberos (hair rope) which was attached to
his horse’s neck, took off saddle and bridle, hung them
upon the fence, and made for the house.

The great gravity with which such affairs are invariably
condueted, amused me very much until I became accustom-
ed to it, and came to look upon it as a matter of course.

The new arrival was no less a personage than Judge
Guffey, an Irishman, and the oldest settler in the county.
In consequence of his long residence he had been elected
Judge of the probate court, although it was a great exer-
tion for him to write his name. The office he had held
for a number of years, until the business of the court had
so increased that it nearly distracted him with the im-
mense labor of thinking that it involved ; and the young
lawyers had driven him within an inch of madness, by the
manifest disrespect that they entertained for his decisions,
and the manifold ways they employed to reverse them.
He resigned, and was then chosen Justice of the Peace.

In spite of all the deliberation which had characterized
his proceedings, the Judge was in a great hurry. A cer-
tain scampish genius, known as Lefe Thompson, who was
notoriously addicted to betting upon quarter races, play-
ing old sledge and poker, and to little else, having bor-
rowed money, and run pretty deeply into debt, had now
taken a new step, and run off altogether.

As he lived in the woods, he expected to get off into
the next county before any of his neighbors were aware
of it; but his negro woman had the night previons met
her lover “ by moonlight alone,” and disclosed the secret.
The Judge had been called upon to issue some kind of
paper to stay Mr. Thompson’s further proceedings ifithe
case, and as his usual amanuensis chanced to be absent,
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he had burried off to beg my assistance, after having dis-
pateched one party in pursuit of a deputy sheriff, who had
been seen on the prairie in the morning, and another to a
creditor who had lately obtained a judgment against the
runaway, with directions to join him—the Judge-—at
Joe’s settlement.

In half an hour the expected party rode up, and the
same interesting ecercmonial having been gone through
with, in a grave and solemn manner, they entered, and we
proceeded to business. It appeared that although several
of the creditors of the runaway had commeneed suits
against him, but one of them, however, had approached
sufficiently near fruition to have been converted into a
Jjudgment.

In the backwoods, & lawsuit, even a petty one, is an
affair of time and moment. About a year is required to
bring it as far as a deeision in the minor eourts; then of
course it is carried up, and after standing upon the calen-
dar of the Distriet Court for two or three years, is decided
pro or con; and then the losing party-dinvariably trans-
ports it to be settled before the collected judicial wisdom
of the country embodied upon the supreme beneh.

Mr. Lefe Thompson, however, to save all entanglements
of the kind, and perhaps with a proper regard for his own
purse and those of his neighbors, as soon as suits began
to multiply, and legal papers to fall around his devoted
dwelling, thick (in number) as leaves are suppoted to be
in Valombrosa, had cut the Gordian knot, and—as Judge
Guffey would have said— taken the shute.”

Lefe had conducted the whole affair very shrewdly.
The planters and stock-raisers had but very little money
among them, and that little was too often used for gam-
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bling purposes alone ; many knew no other use for it. It
would have been a sin to have paid it away for “store
goods,” since the hides of their slaughtered cattle were

_always taken in trade for tobacco, coffee, and powder.
For all neighborhood purposes, the legal tender was
cows and calves; and so when by any accident a little
hard currency was obtained, it was religiously laid aside
and husbanded until a game of “seven up,” or ¢ poker,”
caused it to change pockets, generally into those of some
of the petty gamblers that are continually travelling to and
fro, trading horses, making quarter races, and always to
be met with at every frolic in the county, on the look-
out for a customer.

Lefe had been successful, and was supposed to have amass-
ed quite a “pile,” which he was very loath indeed to part
with ; and when he lost, if the money were not absolutely
staked, he would usually put off the winner with some old
horse that he had fixed up for sale, or a dubious note that
he had received as “lanyappe,” (Anglice, boot money.) If
he won, however, nothing but the article itself would
satisfy him ; and -so by getting what he could, and keeping
what he got, he came to be considered as the “man of
money” in his “ neck-of-the-woods.”

Some severe losses, however, had lately shaken his
credit; so, collecting all his debts, in some form or
another, he had converted their proceeds into a valuable .
female slave ; and to avoid payment of Ais obligations, he
resolved to cancel them by a moonlight flitting.

Had he committed any act that the rude people among
whont he lived would have considered a crime, they would
have made short work with him. Had he stolen horses,
or killed another’s beeves, they would have followed him,
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stripped him of his property, and, if the offence had been
of a sufficiently heinous nature, given him a terrible flog-
ging, accompanied by a warning to quit the country.
Nay, under sufficient provocation, they might, perchance,
have hung him to the nearest tree ; but as this was simply
an affair of dollars and cents, coupled with nothing that
they considered crime, he was to be overtaken by the la,
or allowed to go off scot-free. i

Had he been of a surly, quarrelsome nature, it would,
perhaps, have gone hard with him ; but being particularly
rollicking, noisy, and good-humored, his ereditors only
considered that he had been too smart for them, and were
rather amused than otherwise at the affair. His principal
debts amounted to some five or six hundred dollars; but
the only one for which an execution could be issued, was
less than thirty, which he might, and would probably pay,
and so escape pretty cheaply, even if overtaken.

01d Judge Guffey, however, had a plan of his own}
and, in furtherance of it, had dispatched a messenger after
the deputy sheriff—a man of noted coolness and determin-
ed bravery, who would not hesitate a moment in the dis-
charge of his duty, even if his own life were staked upon
the issue.

The attachment was drawn up, and we waited until
near sundown for the messenger and sheriff. At length
the former appeared without the latter. He had failed in
overtaking his man. This was very unfortunate for the
jud;ge’s plan, as the only thing available in the form of a

. constable, was an old man who had sought the office for
the honor of it, and who, from his universal good humor,
and careless, obliging disposition, was entirely unfitted
for the performance of his dutics. He was unanimously
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elected, year after year, because no one was willing to
oppose or vote against old Billy Perkins.

He did admirably as far as the service of subpcenas
and summonses was coneerned ; but when the case was
concluded, and an execution placed in his hands, if it ever
got out of them, the doeument was sure to appear endors-
ed “no property found.”

During his whole official eareer he had never been
known to make a levy ; but having eondueted the affair
to a trial, he invariably washed his hands of it, and left
the litigants to settle it as they best eould. )

There was, however, no other resource, and so ¢ Uncle
Billy” was mounted upon a fast horse, armed with a rifle,
and an execution, and ordered to seize upon the wench and
bring her back—refusing all offer of other settlement. In
this manner the claims of the other creditors were to be
satisfied, as soon as their suits had been hurried through
the requisite forms ; and to expedite matters, Billy carried
with him guite a number of summonses to be served upon
Lefe.

Billy now ealled for a volunteer aid ; and, impelled by
the fun of the thing, the desire to know how the old man
would act in an emergency, and what triek the supple
Lefe would resort to, I offered to aeeompany him ; warn-
ing him, however, that I would have nothing further to do
with the affair than to see that he was not interfered with
in the performance of his duties.

As Lefe had taken his departure at about four in the
morning, he might, had he followed the direct road, have
crossed the county line and been out of danger ere this ;
but he had ehosen an out-of-the-way trail through the
woods, which he was forced to follow for five or six miles,

3
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and then turning off, to lose as many more before the
direct path could be regained. As this made his distance
nearly forty miles, it was all but impossible that he could
have accomplished it, incumbered as he was with his
family, all his household gods, and a Texas wagon, filled
with what, in this case, was literally “ plunder,” drawn by
those miserably slow oxen—becves, as a Texan calls them
—for which this part of the country is noted.

We hurried on as fast as the bad trail, and the darkness
which now set in, would permit. We had to stop now and
then to pick up our hats, which overhanging boughs would
take a fancy to ; then Uncle Billy’s pipe required to be
replenished and relit ; then again we had to call at a set-
tler’s cabin upon the road, where we obtained some intel-
ligence of the fugitives, but were forced to remain until a
cup of coffee was served—a piece of Texan hospitality
offered to every visitor, stranger or not, and one that it is
an unpardonable breach of etiquette to refuse. We had
to swim muddy bayous—not a very pleasant operation at
any time, but an especially undesirable recreation at night
—to proceed cautiously over marshy ground, and slowly
with declining heads among the trees, and the “ wee short
hour ayont the twal” had come and gone, before the light
of a smouldering fire by the roadside, at some distance
before us, gave token that we were approaching a
camp.

“Thar they are,” said Uncle Billy, exultingly, “ best
look to our guns.”

‘While we were taking the usual precaution of fresh
priming our arms, the shooting up of a more brilliant
light, and the rising of a cloud of sparks from the camp-
fire, proved that not only was Lefe stirred up himself, but
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that he had stirred up his fire to receive us, perh’aps to
treat us to a fire of a more unpleasant nature. J

Approaching nearer, the figure of a man appealed in
the centre of the road, gun in hand.

“Hold on, strangers,” he cried, “I ain’t fond of company
this time of night. Keep off, or I'll fotch ye.”

“No ye don’t, Lefe,” said Unele Billy ; “ drop yer shoot-
in’ iron, or ye'll git mor'n ye send ; there’s two agin one,
my sonny.”

“Hoppee! why, Unele Billy, is that you? Dog-on-my-
cat, ef I ain’t glad. to sce you. Come, ride up and light.
Here, Sally ! jump about, and make Uncle Billy and the
stranger a cup of coffec.”

We alighted from our horses, and poor Billy unfolded
his business to the runaway.

“Why, bless yer old soul, I ain’t got nothing. Ask
Sally, there ; I ain’t got but five dollars to take all on us
clar to San Antone ; and ye wouldn’t take that, would ye,
Unecle Billy ?”

“No, Lefe, ye ean keep your money: I'm consarned
sorry for it, but I must take that ar yaller gal back with
me.”

“My yaller gal? Why, thar ain’t but one execution
out agin me, and that’s for twenty dollars and costs. You
can’t toueh the gal for that.”

Here quite a scene ensued ; the wife crying, the girl
absolutely yelling out her grief, the ehildren bringing up
the chorus, and at last Lefe himself set up a regular
bohoo,

At last, Lefe took Billy on one side, and, showing him a
valuable horse that was staked out, offered, with a sigh, to
give him up. For some time Billy refused, but at length
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Lefe’s arguments touching the illegality of seizing the
wench when proper security was offered him, worked upon
his fears, and the dismal how! kept up by the feminine and
Jjuvenile portion of the assemblage, touched his heart, and
he consented.

The storm passed away, and all was bright again.
Lefe forced us to take a cup of coffee, brought out the
whiskey-bottle, and pressed us warmly to stay all night.
‘We, however, thought it best to decline his solicita-
tions; and after shaking hands with us, as if we were
his best friends, he bade us good-by, remarking as
we rode off, “Next time I'm within a mile of the
river, I reckon I'll cross over, and 'camp on t’ other
side.” )

What a pleasant ride we had homeward, and how
delightful an assistance to a journey is a led horse, it
boots not now to describe.

We arrived at Joe’s as the whole party we had left
there were taking breakfast. The judge, being defrauded
of his fees, swore mildly ; but the rest considered it a
pretty good joke, as much as might be expected from
Uncle Billy, who, upon the whole, was rather proud of his
exploit.

Ere our meal was finished, a “halloo ” called us to the
door. It was the sub-sheriff.

“I want to see Uncle Billy,” said he.

“Here's Uncle Billy,” replied the gentleman. “What
is it, Dick ?”

“I've a message for ye from Lefe Thompson,” continued
the sub-sheriff. “I called at his camp very early this
morning, and he sent his thanks to you for leading back
his father’s horse, that he had borrowed to carry his wife
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to the river, and wanted you to send him to the old man
to-day, if possible.”

“There,” said Judge Guffey ; “ Uncle Billy, you are like
your last night’s job, more plague than profit.”



CHAPTER V.
THE BIG THICKET—THE AUTHOR “IN A FIX.”

A paY or two had passed by, after Mr. Lefe Johnson’s
escapade, when Joe and I again took up our line of march
for the “ Big Thicket.”

Had Joe been a Gothamite “to the manner born,” his
genius and inclination would have led him to Wall street,
for he was great upon speculation, usually spending one
third of his time in expeditions “ up country ” in search of
silver mines ; another third in huhting “bee trees,” and
taking possession ; and the greater part of the remainder
in studying how to get a living without work.

But, alag! Joe had never heard of “bulls” without
horns, nor dreamed of meeting a “bear” unless there was
mischief “bruin.” The labor of a few days sufficed to
make his somewhat scanty crop—a few more to gather his
stock of cattle, and this left him the rest of the year to
follow the bent of his inclination, which, without being
what may be technically described as “crooked,” never-
theless had as many twists and ramifications as the horn
of a veteran of the flock and fold.

His last silver mine speculation had, as usual, proved
unfortunate. He had spent six months in vainly search-
ing the banks of the upper “ Trinity,” for the much covet-
ed treasure, but found no banks there that paid specie.
He had barely escaped starvation, and being scalped by the
Indians, had returned home not particularly overburdened
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with clothing, and with the little that remained, of a
multifarious and forlorn character, for his tailoring had
been of the rudest ; somewhat approaching the Adam and
Eve style of the art.

His tobacco, coffee, and ammunition—the three sine qua
nons of a backwoodsman—were nearly expended, and so
he set his scheming head to work, to find or invent—aut
viam invenit aut fecit—some plan to procure a proper
supply. These three aforesaid articles, as I have just
hinted, to a frontier man, are strictly speaking the indis-
pensables, for a small patch of cotton and an industrious
wife provide his clothing, or if necessary the never failing
rifle is called into requisition for a buckskin. A minute
portion of the surface of our universal mother supplies
his bread ; almost all are provided with a stock of cattle
or drove of hogs, and if not, the universal rifle is again
summoned into the field.

A wolf skin, or the nearest palmetto brake, furnishes
him with a hat, and a raw hide or deer skin, with a cover-
ing to his feet. So that if his be not a life of genuine,
though too often lazy independence, we know not the cor-
rect interpretation of the term.

Within four miles of Joe’s cabin, through a thicket so
dense that even in that country of tangled forest, it is
known—par excellence—as the big thicket, runs the San
Jacinto, a stream whose waters, pure and pellucid, traverse
the finest timber in the world, and according to Joe’s
account, are patronized by an extensive variety of very
superior fish. Now this fish part of the business was put
in<as a magnet, to attract me, and I had to trust Joe’s
word for it, as he was the only man in the scttlement who
had ventured to explore the tangled maze.
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Joe’s brain had generated a prodigious idea, worthy at
the least of the immortal Jack Tibbets, and the sum of it
was, to go to Houston and pick up a score or so of the
disbanded volunteers that were hanging about the town,
with whom to enter into an extensive lumbering operation
in the stave and shingle line. According to his calcula-
tion a fortune was to be realized in a very short time;
but having had some slight experience in his vagaries, I
determined to reason the matter with him, and try an
experiment ere we plunged blindly into a serious matter.

Reason he would not hear; he had thought the affair
over to his perfeet satisfaction, but the experiment he
finally agreed to try, and thus the compromise had been
ultimately settled. We were first to spend a month in
the “timber,” to prospect, as they would say nowadays.
Joe as master workman and director-in-general; 1 as
oceasional assistant in the shingle business, and fisherman
in ordinary attached to the commissariat department.

This plan was perfectly satisfactory to me, for one
month, I knew, was quite sufficient to give a quietus to any
of Joe's plans, that included personal exertions upon his
own part ; and in truth I had heard so mueh of the fish,
that a desire had seized me to eapture and taste of them.

Our first excursion, or rather incursion, was made sim-
ply and solely as a voyage of discovery. Our only sure
guide to the spot was the fact that some two miles up the
prairie ran, or perhaps as often stood, a “bayou,” which
crossed it on its way to the river, and three miles below
us was a “marais” or slough, whieh, aceording to my friend
Joe’s aecount, changed into a “branch:” then after run-
ning through a eypress brake or two, ultimately assumed
the form of a palmetto swamp, and in that guise joined
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the river. Now these two land, or rather water-marks,
gradually converged, and at last nearly met, so that all
we had to do was to keep the “bayou” upon the right
hand, and the swamp upon the-left—a modern version
of Scylla and Charybdis—and with the aid of patience,
a huge hack-knife, Joe’s wooderaft, and extreme good
luck, we might, barring accidents, and the over-clouding
of the sun, finally hope to attain the point proposed.

There was, to be sure, a kind of path—rather a mytho-
Jogical affair—supposed to have been originally marked
out by some ancient party of surveyors—partly kept open
by cattle where the thicket was not very dense, and
occasionally in other parts by such of the “varmint” as
could erawl through the cane and under the briers, so that
now and then a remnant was visible; but as both ends
were totally blotted out from existence, and only a few
marks of where it had been, remained, it. was, if anything,
rather worse than useless.

The first part of our journey was effected on horseback ;
but after proceeding some half a mile into the ¢ timber,”
this mode of progression was suddenly brought to a period
by the dense undergrowth,and we were reduced to a very
natural and primitive style of locomotion.

This spot had been aptly named the “big thicket.”
Immense bamboo briers, like vegetable Pythons, twined
and intertwined, crossed and reecrossed, from tree to tree,
and shrub to shrub, forming a natural trellis-work for
the thousand and one wild and beautiful vines that
abounded there. The “passion vine,” with its singular
flower and luseious fruit; the eypress vine, with its daz-
zling gem-like blossoms, whose form is said to have sug:
gested the pentagonal star of the Texan flag ; the morn-

3*
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ing-glory trebling in size and beauty the stunted dwarfish

thing found in our northern gardens, and an immea-
surable host of others of minor importance, clung to
them.

Above our heads the gigantic wax-like blossoms of the
magnificent magnolia grandiflora shed a perfume rivalling
that of the lotus, while from the branches of every tree, .
the trumpet-creeper, the parasite par excellence of the
vegetable kingdom, suspended her crimson coniform cups.
Birds of showy plumage and joyous voice—the dandy
paroquet—the log-cock with his gaudy head-dress—the
dusky mocking-bird, whose imitative but inimitable song
more than compensates for his Quaker attire—were flit-
ting to and fro, hopping from twig to twig so careless and
unconcerned, that it was evident they were seldom annoyed
with a visit from the fell destroyer, man.

We had now to contend for every step we gained;
knife and hatchet were in constant requisition, and for
one hour we pressed on in Indian file as fast as we could.
Joe now announced the discovery of a tree, which we
recognised as one that grew near to the neglected trail, and
towards it we made our way. On reaching it, we found it
truly near something that might have been a trail, or might
have been a rabbit-path, and which led us in a few minutes
into a cane-brake, where the rank cane grew in wild luxu-
wiance, thick, according to Joe, as “the hars on a dog.”
Joe said, “he allowed this wouldn’t pay for powder,” for
we had certainly stumbled into the slough which formed
our southern boundary—and so off we started in an oppo-
site direction. Unfortunately, while following our trail,
the sun had become obscured ; and we had been so busy
cufting our way, and keeping in the path, that we had

»
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neglected to take an observation of the prominent trees
ahead of us.

The backwoodsman’s compass—the black and rough
bark upon the north side of trees—failed to assist us, for
s0 thoroughly defended were they by the dense thicket,
that the bitter northers seemed to have produced no effect
upon them. Under these circumstances, it was perhaps
not in the least surprising that, after floundering about
awhile in the bush, we found ourselves in an immense and
gloomy cypress-brake.

Reader, did you ever see a cypress-brake ? If not, you
have yet one nameless horror to experience—your first emo-
tion upon beholding one. The brake is always upon low
ground, or rather in a swale, which, during the rainy sea-
son, is filled with water ; but the one into which we had
stumbled was perfectly dry, excepting here and there a pud-
dle, containing rather more mud than water, and densely
populated with that most vile of reptiles, the moccasin
snake—great numbers of which had congregated there.

The ground was .perfectly bare, fibrous, and frec from
anything like grass or vegetation, save an occasional
cluster of rank and noxious vines, of a sickening, deadly
green. From this drear abode arose the trunk of many a
huge cypress, shooting up its straight and living shaft far,
far above our heads, seeming almost to pierce the clouds,
and at a great height outstretching its spectral arms,
shrouded and draped with the fatal “hanging moss,”
which lives, and feeds, and thrives only upon malaria and
vapor of the most deadly kind. No settler builds his
cabin near the spot where its sombre curtain is seen wav-
ing to and fro, but he shuns it as being a sure token of the
presence of pestilence and death.
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Around the foot of each tree are standing a number of
those singular conical-shaped shoots, termed needles,
resembling so many grave-stones, and slowly crawling
among them, or lying stupid and sullen, with its mouth
wide agape, is ever found the filthy moccasin. No token
gives he of his presence like the tocsin of the chivalrous
rattlesnake ; but, should you approach too near, you
would soon feel his venomous fangs, more fatal even than
those of the latter. He is the most hateful of his hateful
kind, a truculent coward, and never, save in one¢ solitary
instance, have I known one to offer an attack, or to
notice one in any other manner than by slinking hissingly
away.

To my surprise, Joe seemed quite satisfied that we had
fallen in with the swamp. His reasons, however, were
good : “TFor,” said he, “ this is either a part of the slough
—and, if so, must be near the river-—or it joins the bayou,
and if this be the case, we cannot be far from it either,
because the slough and the bayou do not approach each
other until near it.”

Out of the brake we scrambled, intending to make our
way between the two obstacles, but we had not proceeded
far when the sun made his appearance, shining, to my
astonishment, not in our faces, but upon our backs. Joe,
however, nothing daunted, took it very quietly, merely
muttering somethmv about having taken a “back-track,”
and then wheeling about, with the sun for his pilot, guided
me directly to the river.

A more beautiful stream never gladdened my eyes ; run-
ning over a bed of pebble and rock, between shelving
banks of glistening sand, white as the unsullied snow-
flake, it resembled rather one of our pure and joyous
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northern waters, than anything of the kind I had before
seen in the south.

In a deep pool immediately beneath the overhanging
bank upon which I was standing, however, a half grown
alligator, floating lazily upon the surface, and the ocea-
sional flash of the fins and tail of that shark of the fresh
water—the gar—assured me of the southern locality.

Strong was the temptation to cast a line into the blue
depths below, but alas! the means and appliances were
wanting. The day was Sunday, and Joe, albeit far from
a bigot, was a very aristoerat in his feelings, and had
put a decided veto upon taking with us any tackle for fish-
ing.

“He was not,” he said, *sot up about Sunday, but
huntin’ and fishin’ on that day wer cler nigger, and went
agin him ;” and so I dropped the subject.

After strolling down stream and selecting an eligible
spot for our eamp, we returned ; and, although we lost
our way again—which, by the by, we never after failed
of doing, either in going in or in coming out of the brake
—jyet, at length arriving safely at the place where our
horses were tied up, we mounted them, and soon reached
home.

During the evening I thought of nothing but the fish ;
my drcams that night were full of them, and I awoke
next morning with the full and fixed determination, that
come what might, that day would I east my line into
the erystal waters of the San Jaeinto.

Joe, for a wonder, had something to do, and after ad-
vising me to abandon the idea of visiting the river alone,
finally submitted, saying that there was nothing like
learning, after all, and giving me the best advice and

.
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dircction in his power, bade me God speed, in his own
rough fashion.

At an early hour of a bright morning did I set forth
upon my mad-cap expedition, and after some three or four
hours of vigorous exertion, found myself, heaven knows
where. The thicket seemed to grow more dense at every
step, until at last I reached something that resembled a
new-made path. The thick tall cane had been trampled
and crushed, so that for a time I made famous headway.
As I was pressing onward, a rattling of cane caught my
ear, and peering into the thicket, I saw something that I
was convinced at a glance must be either a clergyman, a
chimney-sweep, or a bear, and as there was not the
slightest probability of either of the former gentry being
in such a latitude, I conjectured, and rightly, that it must
be no less a personage than Sir Bruin himself.

At the identical moment when I made the discovery,
my sable-coated friend had also ascertained my proximity,
and not knowing but that I might be fair game for him,
wheeled in his track and returned.

Totally unarmed, save a large hack-knife, I stepped
aside to a buge tree, and placing my back against it,
awaited his coming. It was but a moment; the cane
parted, and there he stood, but stood not long.

I have before in my life made some noise, yct it was
gurely but as silence, when compared to the yell with
which I greeted him. Which of us was the more alarmed
I know not, but the victory was withme. Bruin retreated
without tap of drum, and, with a snort resembling that of
a plethoric specimen of the porcine genus in a state of
excessive alarm, abandoned the field. v

My joy at his departure was much increased by the dis-
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covery that the tree where I was standing, was upon the
bank of the bayou, which I now determined to keep in
sight until the end and aim of my journey was attained.

In a few minutes I fell in with a path newly cut in the
dense cane, and pressed onward with renewed vigor.

Presently I came to a tree which bore so striking a
resemblance to the onc which stood upon the scene of the
bear’s stampede, that I paused to look at it, but remem-
bering that it was no phenomenon to find two trees similar
to each other in the forest, I resumed my course.

After the lapse of a short interval, I passed a third,
then a fourth, and finally a fifth tree, all alike, and for the
first time, the many tales I had heard of lost travellers
moving round and round in a circle, from which there
seemed nao escape, flashed upon my mind.

But no, this might not be ; I had kept the banks of the
bayou upon my right, and must now be going down stream.
However, for my satisfaction, I determined to mark the
tree with a “blaze,” did so, and went on. In a short time
my vegetable “old man of the sea” again hove in sight,
and upon examination there was the “blaze” I had so
lately cut. .

It was perfectly inexplicable. Had I gone mad? Was
this some illusion of -the senses? I thought, and with a
shudder, of a certain old, withered, parchment-faced Afri-
can negress, a privileged character in Joe’s settlement,
whose hitherto undisputed claims to the possession of
magic power I had seen fit to call in question and ridicule
only the previous evening, to the manifest alarm of the
listeners. :

A moment’s reflection, however, banished all this, and
Jaughing at my singular situation, I determined, coufe qui
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coute, to escape from this modern labyrinth. Down the
" precipitate banks of the bayou I dashed, and made my
way, now upon one side of the nearly dried up stream,
now upon the other, and now through the shallow water
in its bed. Once more and for the last time my trée was
seen, and the mystery was solved. It appears that I had
stumbled upon a peninsula formed by the bayon’s doubling]
upon itself. The entrance was but a step from bank to
bank, and my chance of finding the way out by the same
isthmus was small indeed.

By the time I reached the river, the sun was declining,
and threatening clouds warned me to make the best of my
way homeward. Without experiencing any serious mis-
hap, save my reaching the prairie, three miles above the
proper place, I arrived in safety, perfectly satisfied with
my exploit, and willing in future to wait Joe’s motions.



CHAPTER VI.
HOW I CAUGHT A “CAT,” AND WHAT 1 DID WITH IT.

At last behold us fairly located upon the banks of the
river, where Joe had selected a fine, hard shingle beach
upon which to pitch our camp. This same camp was an
extemporaneous affair, a kind of af fresco home, formed by
setting up a few crotches to sustain a rude roof of un-
dressed shingles, manufactured impromptu,—there known
as “boards,”—supported upon diminutive rafters of cane.

This done, a cypress suitable for a canoe, or “ dug out,”
was selected, and in two days shaped, hollowed out, and
Jaunched. Fairly embarked now in the business, I found
but little difficulty in obtaining a supply of green trout
and other kinds of river fish, but the huge ¢ Cats”—where
were they ? I fished at early morn and dewy eve, ere the
light had faded out from the stars of morning, and after
dame Nature had donned her robe de nuit,~—all was vain.

Joc counselled patience, and hinted that the larger
species of “ Cats” never ran but during a rise or fall in
the river, and must then be fished for at night.

One morning, heavy clouds in the north, and the sound of
distant thunder, informed us that a storm was in progress
near the head waters of our stream. My rude tackle was
looked after, and bait prepared in anticipation of the pro-
mised fish, which the perturbed waters of the river were
to incite to motion. !

Night came, and I left for a spot where I knew the Cats

.
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must frequent; a deep dark hole, immediately above a
sedgy flat. My patience and perseverance at length met
with their reward. I felt something very carefully examin-
ing the bait, and at last tired of waiting for the bite, struck
with force.

I had him, a huge fellow too ; backwards and forwards
he dashed, up and down, in and out. No fancy tackle
was mine, but plain and trustworthy, at least so I fondly
imagined.

At last I trailed the gentleman upon the sedge, and was
upon the eve of wading in and securing him, when a splash
in the water which threw it in every direction, announced
that somethm«r new had turned up, and away went I, hook,
and line, into the black hole below. At this moment my
tackle parted, the robber—whether alligator or gar I
knew not—disappeared with my half captured prey, and I
crawled out upon the bank in a blessed humor.

My fishing was finished for the evening ; but repairing
the tackle as best I eould, casting the line again into the
pool, and fixing the. pole firmly in the knot-hole of a fallen
tree, I abandoned it, to fish upon its own hook.

When I arose in the morning, a cold “ norther” was
blowing fiercely, and the river had risen in the world
during the night. The log to which my pole had formed
a temporary attachment, had taken its departure for parts
unknown, and was in all human probability at that
moment engaged in making an experimental voyage on
account of “ whom it may eoncern.”

The keen eyes of Joe, who had been peering up and
down the river, however, discovered something upon the
opposite side that bore a strong resemblanee to the missing
pole, and when the sun had fairly risen, we found that



A SELF-FISHING POLE. 67

there it surely was, and moreover its bowing to the water’s
edge, and subsequent straightening up, gave proof that a
fish was fast to the line.

The northern blast blew shrill and eold, and the ordi-
narily gentle current of the river was now a mad torrent,
lashing the banks in its fury, and foaming over the roeks
and trees that obstructed its increased volume.

Joe and I looked despairingly at each other, and shook
our heads in silence and in sorrow.

Yet there was the pole waving to and fro, at times when
the fish would repeat his efforts to escape—it was worse
than the Cup of Tantalus, and after bearing it as long
as I could, I prepared for a plunge into the maddened
stream. One plunge, however, quite satisfied me; I was
thrown back upon the shore, cold and dispirited.

During the entire day there stood, or swung to and fro,
the wretched pole, now upright as an orderly serjeant,
now bending down and kissing the waters at its feet.

The sight I bore until flesh and blood could no more
endure. The sun had sunk to rest, the twilight was fading
away, and the stars were beginning to peep out from their
sheltering places inquiringly, as if to know why the night
came not on, when I, stung to the soul, determined at any
hazard to dare the venture.

Wringing the hand of Joe, who shook his head dubi-
ously, up the stream I bent my course until I reached a
point some distance above, from which the current passing,
dashed with violence against the bank, and shot directly
over to the very spot where waved and wagged my
Wretched rod, cribbed by the waters, and cabined and
confined among the logs.

I plunged in, and swift as arrow from the bow, the
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water hurried me on, a companion to its mad career. The
point was almost gained, when a shout from Joe called
my attention to the pole: alas, the fish was gone, and the
line was streaming out in the fierce wind.

That night was I avenged ; a huge cat was borne home
in triumph. How I took it, or where, it matters not ; for
50 much time having been occupied in narrating how I
did not, I can spare no more to tell how I did.

The next point was to decide as to the cooking of him.
Joe advised a barbacue ; “a fine fellow like that,” he said,
“with two inches of clear fat upon his back-bone, would
make a noble feast.” Let not the “ two inches of clear fat”
startle the incredulous reader, for in that country of lean
swine, I have often heard that the catfish are used to fry
bacon in.

But to the cooking,

‘We cooked him that night, and we cooked him next day,
And we cooked him in vain until both passed away.

He would not be cooked, and was in fact much worse, and
not half so honest as a worthy old gander—once pur-
chased by a very innocent friend of mine—that was found
to contain in its maw a paper embracing both his genea-
logy and directions with refercnce to the advisable mode
of preparing him for the table; of which all that I
remember is, that parboiling for sixteen days was warmly
recommended as an initial step.

Sixteen days’ parboiling I am convinced would but have
rendered our friend the tougher. We tried him over a
hot fire, and a slow one,—we smoked him, singed him, and
in fine tried all known methods in vain, and finally
consigned him again uneaten, to the waters,



CHAPTER VII.
THE RIVER CAMP.

THE location of our camp upon the river was very roman-
tic, if the purpose to which it was devoted was not ; and
for solitude, it might have suited Zimmerman himself.
The banks of the river were quite high, but did not rise at
once or precipitously, bearing no resemblance to the bold
bluff shores that confine nearly all southern rivers, and
invariably impart a desolate and lonesome feeling to the
traveller ; seeming, as it were, to shut him out from the
world by some new Chinese wall.

The banks of the Upper San Jacinto, on the contrary,
rise terrace upon terrace, one above and behind another,
covered with a thousand varieties of luxuriant plants and
flowers, and might compare favorably with the hanging
gardens of the East. Above, upon the height, towered
immense trees, indicating in their varieties the nature of
the soil that gave them birth and fostered them.

Here a grove of majestic magnolias, that pierced the
clouds with their heaven-aspiring shafts, announced the
presence of a warm, sandy loam; there the funereal
cypress, spreading widely and boldly its skeleton arms
abroad, draped with festoons of the deadly moss, told that
its roots were imbedded in some moist swale or brake, at
once the home of the moccasin and rattlesnake, and the
pasture of the wild bee, who distils honey from the rank
and noisome weeds that flourish, and the creaming pools



70 THE RIVER CAMP.

of stagnant water that abound there, and finds a home in
the vacant heart of some aged giant of the woods. Fur-
ther down, & number of tall pines exhibited their dark
green pyramids in bold relief against the clear sky, and
spoke of the barrenness of the land ; while opposite, the
luxuriant growth of cane, and the wild peach, announced, in
a language very intelligible to the land hunter, inexhausti-
ble treasures beneath their feet. As far as the river was
visible to us, the differcnt varieties of trees bent their tops
from the main bank, as if saluting the fair stream that was
carclessly straying beneath their feet.

Our camp was located in a bend, where the river spread
out into a mimic bay. Some quarter of a mile above us it
suddenly burst upon the sight, as scemingly in a great
hurry it turned a very short corner ; but perhaps finding
that it had chanced upon a spot that was passing fair, or
for some other reason not half as good, forgetting its
haste, it moved along more gently, dallying with the
banks, and scooping out a deep place where it turned
around for awhile for all the world like a kitten chasing
its tail, and then, as if tired of its fun, or—catching sight
of our camp—ashamed, like some grave people, of being
caught engaged in a frolic, it spread itself out, and strolled
by us with its hands in its pockets, and in a very majestic
and dignified manner. A few rods more, and a ncw idea
entering its brain, or desirous of making up for lost time,
off it hurried again at top speed, in a shallow way, but
enjoying the best of spirits, kicking up quite a dust among
the pebbles at its feet, as it rolled them merrily along,
bringing the poor little fish that were endeavoring to get
up in the world, to a stand-still—they, wagging their
tails, and wondering what the deuce was the matter
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now ; and finally changing the merry roundelay that it
had been gaily trolling into a loud, boisterous, brawling
song, it dashed around another corner in a prodigious
fury, breaking its head against a troublesome ledge of
rocks that were lying in ambush on purpose to play it
this scaly trick. It was now entirely lost to sight, but
could be heard for quite a distance as it pursued its noisy
way, evidently in anything but the best of tempers, and
raising its voice, now hoarse and quarrelsome, in bitter
complaint of the ill treatment that it had received.

In the exact centre of the aforesaid bend, a very pretty
piece of sedge that skirted the shore in the form of a
crescent, united the water and the land ; and immediately
in “its rear, but perhaps not more than one foot higher
than the river, extended a broad platform of hard sand,
white as the snow from heaven, and sparkling like frost
gems upon a winter night. Some fifteen feet again above
this, and joined to it by a gradual and easy slope, was
another flat of similar material, forming a small but per-
fect piece of tableland. Upon the latter did we pitch our
tent in the wilderness.

Being in great haste to catech my catfish, I dismissed
the very important matter of the construction of our forest
home in an exceedingly summary and contemptuous man-
ner, and one entirely unworthy go important an event.

To retrace my footsteps: We arrived at the river, and
selected our building spot about 2 P.M., and Joe immedi-
ately announced that, if we did not intend to use the sky
for a blanket, and did intend to sleep like white folks, we
had better be stirring at once.

I looked around rather troubled, not seeing anything to
stir, and moreover not being particularly burdened with
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any great skill in woodecraft as yet, and felt quite uncer-
tain as to how we were to complete a building suitable to
contain “ white folks” before the already declining sun
should have gently edged himself out of sight behind the
lofty tree tops.

Consoling myself, however, with the reflection that Joe
was truly wide awake in the woods, however fully his
somnolent propensities might have been developed in the
settlement, I concluded to place full reliance upon his tact
and sagacity, and to obey his orders if convenient and
satisfactory, which was, perhaps, the wisest course I could
have pursued, especially as I could not help myself.

By his directions, I went to work at fire-building, and
was to cook our rude meal, while he should search a
cypress brake at a short distance down stream, until he
might discover a tree that would answer the double pur-
pose of boat-building and shingle-making ; and when one
should have been found, T was to be informed of his sue-
cess by one of his peculiar “yips,” which would also
answer a double purpose—keep up my spirits, and show
me where I should direct my more feeble and unpractised
voice when the pork, potatoes, and coffce were prepared.

Joe must on that day have been in high favor with the
fickle goddess, for scarcely had the faint flame flashed up
from among the crackling sticks, when a yell was heard, to
which the roar of a bull was buf as a gentle whisper, and
the sereech-owl’s note but as the song of the nightingale.
I stood transfixed for a moment, until old Echo, having
taken up the cry and bandied it from shore to shore,
finally carried it afar off, and lost it in the dim distance,
and then I tried my voice at a reply. It would not seem
that my attempt at rivalry was crowned with any distin-
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guished success, for I heard a very distinet rumbling
away in Joe’s direction, which, if there be any inferior
denomination of the horse laugh, known as the horse
chuckle, would certainly have come up to my idea of one.
It sounded like a bear suffering under a severe dispensa-
tion of bronchitis.

Abandoning all idea of excelling Joe’s performance as
“the yell-er” flower of the forest, I went to work in the
culinary department in good earnest, but ere the faint
odor from the frying pork pervaded the atmosphere,
causing the * varmint” that inhaled it to wonder what
new celestial perfume had visited their “diggins,” and
inflicting the cruel pangs of a severe appetite, and nothing
at hand to remedy it, upon any stray wolf that chanced to
be within a mile, the ponderous ring of Joe’s well applied
axe—astonishing the old woods for the first time—told
that he had commenced operations in a determined man-
ner. As the fresh and grateful air of the river fanned
my brow, moist from the unwonted oecupation in which T
was engaged, a thought oceurred to me that it was now
my time to smile; that Joe was getting the worst of it,
and that I should not be ecompelled to make my debut
with an axe for that day at least.

The pork was at last fried to a turn, and safely depo-
sited in an old tin pan that served us for table, dishes,
and all ; a batter of corn meal and water had taken the
pork’s place in the frying-pan, and was converted into very
respectable something—I eannot stop to invent a name ;
the delicious aroma of coffee filled the air with fragrance,
and the nieely voasted sweet potatoes were prepared for
the table in imitation of the celebrated roots of Marion ;
all was ready, and this time Joe did not scorn my cry.

4
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Reader, did you ever eat a dinner in the wild woods?
I do not mean one of those miserable counterfeits known
as “pic-nies,” consisting of city delicacies for sated appe-
tites, but a true, rude, yet appetizing meal, far away from
the demoralizing influence of French cookery, and served
up with the most potent of sauces—a genuine woodsman’s
unaffected hunger. If you have, you would have given a
month of Delmonico’s delicacies for a few minutes’ chance
at the rude but cheerful board, although the said board
was but a tin pan after all.

A hearty drink of cool and excellent water from the
river beneath us, and two stonc pipes, with handles of
young cane, were produced from our respective pockets,
and soon in full operation.

The serious business of discussing dinner and a dessert
of pipe-smoke being duly concluded, I thought it time to
descend to more trivial matters, and inquire of Joeif the
work went bravely on.

“Well, Joe,” said I, “ from the style of attack you have
kept up on that unfortunate tree, I reckon you don’t need
much of my help to get it down.”

“Don’t, eh ?” replied Joe. *“ Well, if you allow that I
can lay out a cypress four feet thick as high up as I can
chop, in half an hour, you must put me up as some punkins.
No, sir, thar’s a good hour’s work for both, and we'd bet-
ter be at it.”

So at it we went, and after due time, the outlay of much
misapplied exertion, and at the expense of a pair of
severely blistered hands upon my part, down came the
huge tree with a thundering crash, frightcning many a
bird and beast, to say nothing of the prodigious alarm it
must have caused among the large fraternity of snakes
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that inhabited the brake, and that probably took the
unusual noise and commotion for little less than an earth-
guake.

Actively plying now the cross-cut saw, we severed from
the trunk a proper log for the construction of our boat, and
then took off several blocks, wherewith to manufacture the
requisite covering for our rustic mansion. We rolled the
latter to our camp, and soon split them in parts ready for the
riving iron or *frow,” and then procured ten crotches of
proper length, and fixed them firmly in their places. The
two centre sticks were longer than the rest; in front of
these we placed four in pairs opposite each other, while
for the rear support, we cut them much shorter, allowing
the last pair to project but little from the ground. We
then cut stout straight poles, and placed them in the
crotches, and across these again a quantity of green cane
from the adjacent brake to form our roof timbers.

Half an hour’s work now furnished us with a supply of
boards, as undressed shingles are called, and beheld our
house completed and ready to receive us before night. Of
course this, like all other new buildings, required some
additions and alterations ; for instance, on the north side
we afterwards appended a shed, which sloped to the
ground, had a large hole in the roof, and answered as a
kitchen in wet weather. This and one or two minor
improvements completed a hut that perhaps would not
have been much protection from the severities of a more
northern climate, but was just the thing for us, and per-
fectly sveather-proof as far as rain was concerned.

Immediately ‘opposite, grew a great number of fine
cypress trees, which we felled as we needed, and found
but little difficulty in getting the raw material to our
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camp. Cut in proper lengths, we rolled them down and
floated them over, to be piled up in front of our work-
shop.

In the beginning, we made a few experiments at shingle-
making in the “ timber,” but soon found that it would not
pay, for the musquitoes, that did not at all affect our hard
sand beach, swarmed in countless myriads in the swamp,
and could only be kept at a respectable distance by build-
ing fires about us and working in an atmosphere of smoke.
‘We therefore deemed it advisable to do our finishing
work in the camp above, and soon a noble pile of shingles
arose behind it—witnesses of our industry.

Joe estimated their number every night, and calculated
to a fraction—something in the style of the milkmaid in
the spelling-book—the exact amount of necessaries and
Tuxuries into which they could be converted when once
boated and rafted to Galveston.

It may seem strange that Joe, owning as he did a fine
herd of cattle and a sufficient clearing, should resort to
labor which was evidently not homogeneous to his disposi-
tion, in order to procure a little money, or a few pounds
of coffee or tobacco, powder or lead.

As is the case with all new countries, there was no cur-
rency ; literally,no moncy. The republic has been flooded
with countless government bills, some of them issued and
passed at seven dollars for one, and at the time of which I
write, not of the slightest use, except, perhaps, to light
a pipe with,

Among the limited number of planters that then raised
cotton, a little money was sometimes to be found, if their
store bill did not overrun their crops ; but with the stock-
raisers who occupied all the prairie-coast country, not one
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in ten could boast of a dollar. Their circulating medium
possessed locomotive powers, and circulated upon its own
legs. It consisted simply and solely of cows and calves.
We have all heard of riches taking wings to themselves and
flying away. Their wealth often walked off upon four feet,
and when most needed, was very apt to turn up missing.

A cow and calf always passed current as ten dollars, and
g0 was it understood in all transactions. Ifa man were
agsked the price of his horse and he should reply “ Fifty
dollars,” he would mean five cows and calves, and nothing
else. A note for so many dollars implied only a certain
number of guadrupeds, and unless a money form of pay-
ment had been particularly specified, it could not be col-
lected even by law.

Now, cows and calves are very useful things in their
way—when not in your way. They look very pretty upon
a green prairie, and appear to great advantage, if skilfully
depicted, in a fair landscape ; they are also indispensable
necessities in the milk, butter, and cheese department ; but
when it comes to travelling about with a dozen or so in
one’s pocket, and shelling out a calf for a pair of shoes, or
asking a man to take his change out of a cow for a tavern
bill, the thing is quite preposterous.

The man who has to travel fifty miles to procure his
little luxuries, would be puzzled to drive a few cattle every
time he went ; nothing but a large herd could be driven,
and then, with a number of men, it would be slow business.
More than all, the merchants would not acknowledge the
currensy as legal tender, or reccive anything in payment
for their high-priced articles, but what they could turn
into money, wherewith to pay their debts, and refill their
exhausted shelves and empty barrels.
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It therefore must appear to the most careless observer,
that although therc was no want of this kind of stock in
the land, yet it could scarcely be ranked among the “ con-
vertibles.”

There was, to be sure, a business house at Brazoria that
issued small bills, from twelve and a half cents upwards ;
there was also another at Galveston; and again, the
Government had put forth a few exchange notes that were
at par, but all of them—small erough in the aggre-
gate—eould only be obtained by money itself, or its equi-
valent.

Congress indeed undertook to legislate the difficnlty out
of existence in their own peculiar way. A bill was intro-
duced to establish a Government Bank, which was to loan
money upon all fields of growing cotton. Had this plan
succeeded, it is probable that each legislator would have
abandoned his post almost instanter, rushed home, set to
work every negro that he could hire or purchase upon
credit, and, having planted as many acres as possible,
have posted up to the bank immediately for his share of
the spoils.

The bill was in direet violation of the Counstitution,
which prohibits banks in fofo, and as the Congress was then
in session at Houston, where a mercantile community might
have rewarded so high-handed a piece of business on the
spot, and even upon the honorable person of the projector,
it was deemed advisable to discuss the matter in secret
session and with closed doors.

One of the Senators, however, who either had too much
liquor in his head, or honesty in his heart, to keep the
secret, left the State-house and addressed the people upon
the subject. Congress deprived him of his seat and dis-
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missed him from the Scnate, but a new election being held
immediately, he was reinstated ; carried by acclamation,
and absolutely borne upon the shoulders of his friends, he
was ushered into the Senate accompanied by a shouting
crowd.

Congress took the hint, and neither prosecuted the bill
nor persecuted their Senator any further.

The hero of this event was known—and is yet, if he be
alive—as Honest Bob, and upon the strength of this title
ran for the Presideney, and received, I believe—one vote.

The hides of slaughtered beeves—and they amounted to
a goodly number in the course of a year, for economy of
meat is by no means one of the stock-raiser’s virtues—
were cash articles ; these, with a few hard and miserable
cheeses, were all that a very large elass of settlers had to
depend upon, to secure those articles which they were
forced to buy.

A family of genuine Down-Easters, that had settled some
twenty miles below, had tried their hands at shingle-
making, and succeeded very well in a small way. They
rafted their “ plunder” some fifty miles down the river,and
then shipped it upon trading vessels bound for Galveston,
where it was disposed of at large prices. Joe, however,
as [ have previously stated, had other and more extended
ideas. Having chanced to light upon the price of white
oak staves in some old newspaper, he determined, as soon
as a few dollars could be realized, to pave the way, that he
would engage a large gang of hands and slaughter the old
oaks svithout stay or remorse.

Well, go thy ways, Joe, for despite a crotchety brain,
an unsteadiness of purpose, and a determined grasping after
some ideal mode of easily acquiring wealth, a truer,
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more kindly, and more honest heart never beat in manly
bosom.

One great impediment to the successful prosecution of
our business was the difticulty we experienced in keeping a
supply of food on hand. Joe was for no half rations ; and
the inexorable demand of an appetite, occasioned by our
mode of life, made such severe requisitions upon our larder,
that it required replenishing every week, and the exodus
from, and return to, our forest home was rather a
serious matter, generally—with the time occupied in
preparing provisions and seeing to home wants—wast-
ing two days.

Joe was an early riser ; the sun never found him repos-
ing upon the pile of shavings that formed his humble
couch. I, however, could not so soon shake off my city-
acquired bad habits, and so all the drudgery of making
fire and preparing breakfast fell to the share of my compa-
nion.

One morning, as we were wending our way to the
swamp, Joe stopped, and directed my attention to a small
pile of half deecayed twigs of the white birch. Upon its
outer edge, and within a circumference no larger than the
head of a hogshead, were coiled up five venomous
snakes, who had not yet aroused themselves and shaken
off the torpor occasioned by the chill of night. Exactly
in the centre was the mark of one of Joe’s bare
feet, where it had crushed through the rotten wood and
made its print in the sand without alarming the sleepers.

‘We made short work with them, and ever after Joe took
the precaution of booting himself before making any more
early exeursions.



CHAPTER VIII.
STORIES BY THE CAMP FIRE.

Our nights by the camp fire were hours long to be remem-
bered. Joe was a capital story-teller ; he believed tho-
roughly in all the marvels that he narrated, while very
common and ordinary events in the great world would
appear to him incredible indeed. It was with him a realiza-
tion of the story touching the old lady, her sailor son, and
Pharaoh’s chariot wheels.

Lafitte and his piracies formed the great staple of his
conversation ; and, stretched at full length before the blaz-
ing logs, I have listened for hours to his wonderful
accounts, as much interested in the man and his stories, as
ever the Caliph of the Arabian Nights was in his wife’s
narrations.

Joe knew where a vast sum of Lafitte’s money was
buried. He had bad the very spot, nay the identical tree,
so accurately deseribed to him, that there could not be the
least doubt of his obtaining the treasure, if he could but
find a proper assistant to accompany him.' Not deeming
that Joe will be a loser by any breach of confidence upon
my part, I will impart the great secret to my readers.

A few miles inland from the Gulf of Mexico, and con-
nected with it by a narrow outlet, is a large strange lake,
unfrequented and almost unexplored by man. It is known
as Lake Mermentou, and receives into its sluggish bosom
the waters of a filthy bayou, as muddy as itself,

4‘
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In the very centre of this lake—and it is large enough
to appear to good advantage upon our maps—is a solitary
island, and upon the centre of the solitary island grows a
solitary tree. The tree is a pecean tree, and the island is
7Peccan Island, and upon the island, and immediately
junderneath this tree, is deposited—aceording to Joe’s
belief—a mint of money.

It was hidden there by the pirate himself, who ascended
the lake in a small boat, containing a ehest of gold and
gems, and manned by one person besides himself. They
dug a deep pit beneath the solitary tree, and with many
heathenish and blasphemous ceremonies, in which the
devil is supposed to have borne a prominent part, depo-
sited the treasure. Before filling up the pit, the pirate
chief performed one ceremony more, which his aid had
not caleulated upon, and whiech was neither to be found
upon the bills, nor included in the general orders for the
day, but was probably suggested impromptu to Lafitte by
0ld Nick, who is supposed to have stood at his elhow aid-
ing and abetting.

When the heavy chest had been lowered down to its
abiding place, Lafitte ordered his mortal assistant to
jump down also, and stuff a quantity of canvas and
oakum about the strong box, to proteet it, it may be, from
the dampness of the ground. When this duty had been care-
fully performed, as the man arose and his head appeared
once more above the surface, Lafitte, clapping a pistol to
it, pulled trigger, blowing out what few brains were in it,
thus binding the owner to keep the peace and the seeret
for all time in a most effectual manner, and also filling up
the cavity in an expeditious and an economical way.

The man, of course, could not get out, but, according to
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the old saw, the murder and the secret did. Lafitte’s
tender conscience smote him so severely, that, while
immersed in the slumbers of midnight, he gave a long and
most particular account of the place and the transaction,
and the thirsty cars of an old salt drank in the whole
quite greedily. Nay, so scurvily did Somnus serve the
sleeper, that he even divnlged where lay snugly concealed
a map of the lake, and also a paper containing directions
as to the ceremony to be performed in disinterring the
money.

These valuable and authentic documents the old scamp
purloined, and had actually exhibited them to Joe. He
also offered his services to Joe to accompany him and con-
duct the search ; but the latter, although fully possessed of
the existence of the treasure, strange to say, entertained
some doubts of honesty of purpose on the old sailor’s part,
and fearing to incur a fate similar to that of Lafitte’s con-
fidant, declined the transaction.

Some time after, the sailor found a man who was willing
to risk one of his negroes for a share in the spoils, and
who furnished a small sum of money by way of outfit.
The pair started upon their excursion, but were never
after heard of, and Joe entertained no doubt but that the
devil had caught them in the very act, and without a Bible
to defend themselves with. I suggested the possibility of
the sailor’s using the money to run off the slave, and after-
wards to dispose of him, but Joe scouted the idea.

There was perhaps some foundation for Joe’s piratical
legepd. Lafitte, who for many years had levied upon all
flags but that of our country, had absolutely undisputed
possession of the numerous bayous that, straggling off
from the lower Mississippi, wind in every direction
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through southwestern Louisiana, and after forming a
labyrinth of swamps, lakes, and streams, finally find their
way to the gulf. These were the avenues up which the
pirate chief transported his plunder, and disposed of it to
the settlers living upon or'mear to the streams, and many
fortunes were made by this nefarious commerce.

Great quantities of various deseriptions of merchandise
found their way to New Orleans by the Mississippi, and
were sold without question, if not without suspicion. Seo
many persons had been engaged in this illegal traffic that
they, with the refugees, at one time endeavored to stir up
the state to an active resistance to the transfer of the
country to the United States, and an ill feeling was
engendered. among the French that has not yet entlrely
subsided.

On the western bank of the Mississippi, about one hun-
dred and thirty miles above New Orleans, stands the little
town of Plaquemine, which consists of a tavern, a ware-
house, a store, and perhaps three or four more buildings.
It is known from its race-track, where twice each year a
few petty races are run; and from its situation at the
mouth of the very troublesome bayou Plaquemine, the key
to all the great body of waters that wind through a large
portion of western Louisiana. The water rushes in
this aperture with great velocity, so great indeed that
steamers descending the bayou are forced to run a number
of miles stern foremost, and working against the stream
with half a head of steam.

After retrograding down the bayou in this manner for
nine miles, they arrive at the “ Devil's Elbow ;” and here,
with their bows tied to the shore, the stern is hauled
around by a hawser ; and, then descending some six miles
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further “ with a perfect rush,” enter Grand Riviére, a huge
lake-like body of water, doubtless once the old bed of the
Mississippi, from four to six miles in width, and which
connects with Bayou Atchafalaya, and a number of smaller
streams.

Steaming for some 40 miles through Grand River the
mouth of Bayou Courtableau is reached. So narrow is
this stream, that the tops of the old forest trees arch over
it, and its navigation must be puzzling indeed to a tyro.
From its conflux with Grand River to the head of naviga-
tion, it runs through one immense forest or swamp, almost
always under water, without a clearing or other sign of
the presence of man, than two or three wood-piles and as
many wood-cutters’ shanties, elevated upon piles, each door
adorned by a boat—the only means of locomotion from the
hut to the wood-yard for half the year. During the dry
months the “pile” is recruited.

At last, wearied to death with the gloomy and mono-
tonous scenery, you emerge from the dark forest, and the
little town of * Lafayette,” the beginning of the prairie
country, and the port of “ Opelousas,” a place of some im-
portance, is before you.

Here was one of Lafitte’s trading stations, and the scene
of one of Joe's most approved legends, in which I took an
especial interest from my personal knowledge of the locali-
ty, and acquaintance with one of the actors.

Opelousas, the shire town of the parish of St. Landry,
had—and I belicve yet has—one inhabitant who is
regarded' with universal and superstitious awe by the
others. She was anegress, a native of St. Domingo, a per-
son doubtless of infinite cunning, and of education far supe-
rior to that of many of the whites among whom she lived.
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Her name I have forgotten, but have had, years since,
the honor of a personal interview with her. ~ In fact, hav-
ing need of, I engaged her services, not with any satanic
or diabolical intent, but simply to get up my linen, and
must say that she proved to be a very superior person for
her line of life and color, and also a most unexceptionable
blanchisseuse. She appeared then to have been about forty
years of age, but the Opelousans insisted upon it that she
had seen twice as many summers.

This woman could, according to universal report, pene-
trate the walls of any prison and rescue its inmates, and it
was generally believed that she had contrived a plan to
carry off Napoleon from.the English, and that it was only
prevented by his death.

Ridiculous as this may seem, I have conversed with
many who had placed implicit faith in it, and professed to
the having been personally cognizant of her frequent inter-
views with agents from France. It is much more proba-
ble that they were agents of Lafitte, with whose affairs she
evidently had much to do. Over the negroes she possessed
unlimited power, and I have no doubt but that by the
exercise of cunning, address, and a little gold, she has
effected the escape of more than one criminal. One case
in particular occurs to me. A wealthy planter lay confined
in prison under sentence of death, for the crime of murder.
At that time the cholera was raging, and it was soon re-
ported that the condemned man had fallen a victim to the
disease. Those who saw the corpse professed themselves
satisfied with its identity, but few indeed had enough of
courage and curiosity combined, to venture upon the
spectacle. :

A year or two after the planter’s supposed death, it was
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reported that he had been seen by several who knew
him. They had met him upon the upper Mississippi. Of
course the negress received the credit of the affair, and it
is not impossible but she might have either substituted
a corpse for him, with the connivance of the jailor, or else
produced a counterfeit presentment of death upon his part,
sufficient to deceive those who were paid to be deceived.
It is certain that the body was given up immediately to
his family.

According to Joe, a certain Frenchman had acquired an
immense fortune by his transactions with Lafitte. One
day, among a certain number of bales received by him, was
one which bore the mark of a bloody female hand.

This the negress happened to see, and for some unknown
reason, it excited her utmost ire. Whether it was that
she was really tender-hearted after all, and had issued her
commands against the shedding of blood, or whether she
entertained a private pique against the merchant, is not
known ; but upon seeing the bloody impress on the bale,
she knelt down with bare head, a midday sun beating
down upon it, and cursed the recipient of evil gains with
a most bitter curse. She cursed him, and prayed in an
awful manner that the lightning might at a stroke blast
all of his ill-gained wealth.

As his possessions were somewhat widely scattered,
the merchant felt inclined to scoff at her curses, and
indulged in the idea that it would be somewhat dif-
ficult for one thunderbolt to destroy all of his for-
tune..

Years rolled on, and the trader seitled down into
a merchant, forgot the prediction, and built an immense
store and warehouse upon the banks of the bayou, and
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on the very spot where lay the bloody bale, and where
knelt the. negress.

His buildings were just eompleted, the warehouse was
filled with cotton that he had purchased, and the store
groaned under the weight of the largest stock of goods
ever brought to the prairie. The last blow of the
carpenter’s hammer was struck upon the building, and
the last case of goods from the steamboat before the
door, had been rolled in. It was just noon, the sky
clear and without a cloud, and the owner, his friends,
and the workmen, were sitting down to partake of a
little dinner, expressly got up to “warm the store,”
when a deafening noise was heard, and in a few moments
store and warehouse were on fire in every part. Every
effort to subdue the flames was unavailing, and the owner
was reduced by one blow from wealth to bankruptey.

Joe said it was evident that the lightning did not come
from heaven, but quite the reverse, and argued therefrom,
that the negress had power only over the things below.

Time wore on, our pile of shingles began to assume
quite an imposing aspect, and there is no telling how much
we might have obtained for them, but that, just as we had
almost completed as many as we had intended to raft, for
our first essay, the near approach of a most important day
—the wedding day of one of Joe’s sisters—called us from
pursuits in the green woods to a frolic at home.



CHAPTER IX.
A WEDDING AND A WOLF-HUNT.

A NEw phase of frontier life and a scamper across the
prairie on a half wild Spanish horse at break-neck speed,
were quite welcome after our toil, and far more congenial
to my feelings than felling trees, handling cross-cuts, roll-
ing blocks, or even such a night-hunt as Joe had intro-
duced me to.

This was the first scene of the kind that I had ever wit-
nessed ; it occurred in the days of my freshest verdure,
and I enjoyed it to the fullest extent.

Here let me drop a word of advice, en passant, to any
and every one who may try his fortune in a new coun-
try. Do not pretend to any knowledge that you do not
possess. If everything appears mew, and queer, and
strange, say so. Ask as many questions as you please ;
the more the better. You will find the backwoodsman
not only willing, but happy to impart any information
in his power, and he will take pleasure in showing you
everything that may amuse and astonish you; but for
the man who would play the Indian, and refuse an expres-
sion of either surprise or pleasure, small pains will be
bestowed upon his edification.

Some years since the Hough family resided in Louisiana,
but finding the range for their cattle becoming every year
worse, one of the sons—our friend Joe—set forth as a
pioneer to explore, and locate himself uporn the more fertile



90 A WEDDING AND A WOLF-HUNT.

plains of Texas, taking with him his wife and children.
Here, in the days of the patriarchs, he would have pitched
his tent, but having no tent to pitch, or no taste for a life
in tents, or being intent upon a more permanent mansion,
he set to work, and with the friendly assistance of a few
near neighbors, living not more than fifteen or twenty
miles distant, put up a log cabin. A sturdy arm, a sharp
axe, and a willicg heart, require but few days to furnish
the backwoodsman with a secure shelter. Joe had
travelled in a covered wagon, which contained his small
family, and small stock of furniture—the latter pro-
bably consisting of an old chest containing the family
wardrobe, a coffee-pot, a few tin cups, a steel mill to grind
his corn, a skillet to bake his bread in, with a few spoons,
knives, forks, pans, and pails.

His farming utensils were even fewer in number—a
plough, an axe, and hoe, perhaps—nothing else. As for
provisions, a supply of coffee and tobacco was indispensa-
ble ; for everything else, except a little meal for immedi-
ate use, he relied upon his stock of cattle, to sell or
to kill. Having completed his cabin, he now made a
small clearing in the adjoining woods where to raise the
corn for his family’s bread. The next year his brother
came out ; the two lived and prospered. Their cattle grew
in numbers. DBefore long, rumors of the fatness of the
land reached the cars of the other members of the family,
and out they trooped—men, women, children, and negroes,
horses and cattle, until Joe began to imagine the popula-
tion too dense for health and comfort. In fact, he com-
plained bitterly to me, and expressed a determination of
moving further, where he would have room to breathe,
and the women could not quarrel about their chickens.
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This settlement, whose density of population distressed
our friend Joe so much, consisted at this time of five
families, and not over forty individuals of all hues, ages,
and sexes. Cupid had found his way into the wilds, and
tempted a young man to commit matrimony with one of
the daughters of the family after a very curt court-
ship, which was perhaps excusable, as the lover had to
ride fifty miles every time he would visit his inamorata.
Unfortunately for all who anticipated the fun and frolic
usually incident to such affairg, death had been busy in the
family but a short time previous, having with his remorse-
less seythe elipped off its head—and in consequence banjo
and fiddle were tabooed, and dancing decidedly vetoed.
On the wedding morning, the rain fell as it only falls in
Texas, and the happy man, arriving drenched to the skin,
was obliged to change his dress before he did his condi-
tion. However, as he had ridden in homespun, and pre-
gerved his best suit in his saddle-bags intact, he soon
made his appearance decidedly renovated. If there was
no dancing, there was plenty of feasting. The Houston
stores had been laid under contribution, a host of fat
things were spread before the assembled guests, and
although I eannot affirm, as it i3 customary to do in simi-
lar cases, that the tables groaned under their unwonted
burden—since, according to the very best information I
have been able to obtain upon the subject, tables never do
groan, but are basely slandered in this respect, yet ihey
certainly creaked—and to make up the deficiency, the
majority of the guests groaned in eoncert before morning.
The old lady seemed to have taken an exact measure of
cach one’s capacity, and as long as she imagined a stray
corner existed unoccupied, so long she continued to heap
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her luxuries upon the unfortunate proprietor’s plate. In
the evening songs and stories, nearly as broad as they
were long, intimately mixed with whiskey and water, eir-
culated among us, and long ere midnight the majority
of the males at least, were in admirable condition for
bed.

A bed was prepared—rather remarkable. for its longi-
tude, as it extended the entire length of the poreh, being
formed simply by laying down a succession of blankets
and counterpanes, with anything and everything stuck
under the end for “heading”—and upon this the males
threw themselves down, each man using his own blanket,
which no Texan travels without, for cover.

The next morning all were astir betimes, and it certainly
appeared to me that had the most of them entertained
even a remote idea of the thirst they were to experience,
they certainly would have taken a drop more before retir-
ing. A wedding without anything of a frolic connected
with it would have been deemed a species of sacrilege,
and so, “faute de mieux,” the wolf-hunt was declared the
order of the day.

Directly in front of the house, at a distance of four
miles, is an “island of timber,” known as Lake Island. It
is one mile in length, and through it runs or stands, as the
case may be, a narrow, shallow, and muddy strip of water.
Four miles again beyond this, is another and a smaller
“jsland,” called from its usual inhabitants “ Wolf Island.”
I would here beg the reader to remark, that in speaking
of “Islands,” clusters of trees are meant to be implied—
the same rclative terms being applied to prairie and wood-
land as we use in speaking of land and water—a strip of
prairie extending into the woods is known as a “ Cove”
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or “Bay,” while a projecting piece of wood is called a
“Point”—a cluster of trees, an “Island,” &e.

It appears that among the innumerable wolves that
ravaged the prairie, one had acquired for herself a very
unenviable notoriety, and had been long marked for
destruction. Her size was great ; in fact, she was repre-
sented as being a monster in her way. She had had the
audacity to venture boldly into the cow-pens, and drive
off all the dogs of the settlement except the old vete-
ran, Bose, with whom she respectfully declined mea-
suring her strength. Our plans were easily arranged,
the caviarde of horses driven into the pen, and we were
soon very busy catching and saddling—each man paying
particular attention to the fastenings of his girth, in the
anticipation of a hard race over a hog-wallow prairie.
Among the more prominent actors were our friend
“Joe,” his younger brother “ Dave,” mounted upon a fine
blooded animal, and the brother-inlaw, “Sam,” who,
being almost as much of a Johnny Newcome as myself,
and considering himself “some punkins” in hunting, must
needs bring his rifle into the field, for which he was well
Jaughed at. The rest relied for offence and defence upon
their long cow whips—an implement consisting of a short
eighteen inch handle, to which a very heavy lash from
twelve to eighteen feet long is attached, and usually car-
ried over the shoulder with the lash trailing upon the
ground—the “caberos” or hair rope, and, in cases of
emergency, their stirrups, which, weighing from three to five
pounds; and easily unshipped, as a sailor would say, make
very efficient instruments of destruction.

All were ready, and, with a shout, off we started at a
rattling pace; but our ardor abating, after a burst of a
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mile, we cooled down to a steady trot. Bearing to the
right of Lake Island is a “marais” almost impassable in
the wet season, but at this time in good order for travel-
ling, and as we dashed into its high grass up started as
fine a drove of deer as ever gladdened a hunter’s eye.
The sight was not lost upon our friend Sam, who, driving
his rowels into the sides of his young horse, dashed off in
hot pursuit. ¢ Look out, Sam !” eried Joe, “look out! that
critter wont stand fire—she’ll give you fits directly.” The
caution came too late; a shout of exultation from Sam
had brought a fine buck to the right about, anxious, with
all the curiosity of his kind, to know what in the world
that unearthly noise might mean ; and ere he was satisfied,
Sam was within range; in an instant, without the least
check of his horse’s speed, the rifle was at his cheek, and
off went the gun, Sam, and deer, “unanimous,” as Mr,
George Christy observes, “upon that last mote.” The
buck evidently had the best of it. 'With his flag raised in
triumph, he scoured over the prairie, throwing himself
clear above the high grass at every jump. The rifle, the
parent of all the mischief, lay reposing in quiet upon the
ground, and Sam, well bruised, and almost stunned, flat
upon his back, was holding on to one end of his “ caberos,”
endeavoring to restrain his horse, who, fastened to the
other, was prancing, snorting, and trying his best to escape
his human anchor. A fall from a horse being too trivial a
thing to occasion anything but a laugh at the expense of
the fallen, without more ado we secured the animal, righted
the man, and again bent our course to the Island. On
arriving there I found it to be a cluster of trees cover-
ing about two acres, with a heavy thicket of underbrush—
and an admirable place to shelter all kinds of “ varmint.
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The best mounted men were selected to guard the Island,
and if the wolf or wolves should break through our formi-
dable pack of dogs, to cut them off from taking shelter in
Lake Island. Dave and myself were posted without upon
one side ; we had dismounted for a moment to tighten the
girths, and I was just seeuring mine, when a shout from
him brought me to saddle in an instant, and looking round
I espied the identical wolf not more than one hundred
yards ahead, making the best of her way aeross the prairie,
and maintaining a running fight with “old Bose,” while
the rest of the pack of hounds and curs were scouring
along after them as near as they might.

We gave chase immediately. It was just noon, on an
intensely hot day in the first part of September; the
ground we were riding over, of the deseription known as
“hog-wallow,” being a suecession of.small mounds and
corresponding hollows—the wolf, gaunt and in fine run-
ning order. In short, the chances were against us ; how-
ever, off we dashed, shouting like madmen, Dave right on
the trail of the wolf, and I striving to head her off from
Lake Island.

It was an animated scene—the wolf right ahead, running
side by side with “ old Bose,” and gaining ground every
moment ; the space between us dotted with dogs of all
colors and sizes, and scattered from us to the starting-
ground, some twenty riders, every man of them making
the best possible use of both lungs and spars.

Whether it was owing to the heat of the day, the rough-
ness of the ground, or the fact that the wolf was contend-
ing for life, and we only for her skin, I know not, but in a
heat of four miles she certainly beat us fairly over a
quarter,



96 A WEDDING AND A WOLF-HUNT.

Upon reaching Lake Island not only the old hound, but
the smaller fry, abandoned all idea of the chase, and rush-
ed indiscriminately into the water, whence they refused
most doggedly to stir. They were completely done over
and used up, and most of our horses in no better condi-
tion.

After beating the bush vainly for a while, we called a
council of war, and determined to ride our reeking, pant-
ing steeds homeward, procure fresh ones, and other dogs,
and return again, feeling very sure that “Sir Isengrim”
would not dream of leaving his quarters for some time,
unless ecavalierly ousted; and that we should find him
waiting us, stiffened with his morning’s work, and in no
condition to make the same “time” again.

On our homeward route Dave and myself, to whom the
escape of the wolf was imputed, caught it finely from all
quarters. “ Look heah, Dave, whar’s the ¢ Jack ov Dimins’
you war gwine to hunt on, that could give a wolf fits
direetly?” “I1 say, strannger, that’s a powerful smart
lookin’ chunk ov a poney you've got atwixt yer legs thar,
but poneys is mighty oncertain.”

“Now, boys, jest cum out squr and say ef yer did run
ater the varment, or if ye took a sorter skear and put out
tother way.”

“T tell what is, boys,” said a fourth, “yer all barkin’
up the wrong tree. I smell a bug. Dave and that ar
strannger’s ondly playin’ possum, an want to get a quarter
race out on us, but they can’t pull the wool over this
child’s eyes ; he’s got ’em both skinned.”

“Shut up,” replied Dave, “and let the stranger and me
alone. Thar warnt one ov ye in half a mile ov the tail
ov our horses, Ill dar ye now to run a race over that
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same hog-wallow, and anti ten cows and calves on ither
the stranger er me, and I'll bet a plug ov tobacker I hev.
a saddle cover off that varmint’s back afore I camp down.”

On nearing the plantation we pereeived a number of
dark objects perched upon the fence, which at first I mis-
took for buzzards, but they proved to be a general assort~
ment of all the young negroes in the place, chattering like
so many monkeys, their white eyes and teeth glistening in
their setting of jet, who had assembled to get an early
view of the “ varmint” we had gone forth to do battle with.

As soon as we arrived at the house, one of the young
darkies was dispatched to the river with an invitation
for a man who was there living to come up and bring all
his pups ; two or three more were mounted, and sent into
the prairie in search of the “ caviarde” of horses—and we
went in to dinner.

To use a very expressive Westernism, “Dave’s tail was
up,” and every possible preparation was made to preclude
a failure. The dogs that had returned were cared for,
the very best cow horses (horses trained to cow hunting)
selected, a complete and well digested plan of the cam-
paign devised and explained. It was, however, thought
that the difficulties of the chase had very much increased
since morning. In the place of a small island that might
be casily drawn, the wolf was now in a dense thicket a
mile in length, with a stream of water in its midst, which
the cunning old rascal might use to great advantage in
washing his trail, and throwing the dogs off the scent.

Four o'clock found us all prepared for a start, and half
an hour’s sharp riding brought us to the hunting-ground.
One person was now stationed at either end of the island,
and one on either side, all of them at a sufficient distance

5
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from it to permit their glance to take in everything from
* one outpost to another.

‘We then eommenced operations at the southern end,
spreading ourselves entirely across the thicket, and forcing
our way slowly and surely, keeping back the dogs; and
at the same time three of the party riding even with our
line upon the outside.

In this way we proceeded through the island, but no

“#gign” of wolf could we see. Our dogs started all sorts
of strange game, but not the kind we were in search of.
Dave was in despair. “The ‘ varmint’s’ gone home again,”
said he. “I rayther reckon not,” replied Joe. “Irayther
reckon not ; Ait’s clar agin the cunnin’ of the varmint to
think so. He's pretty much used up to begin with, and
then he knows we're arter him, and you don’t eateh him
showin’ his profile in the perara tell dark, and ef thar’s a
bright moon he’ll keep shady tell nigh sun up, and then
he’ll make a break. I tell you what, gentlemen, he’s here,
T’ll bet a horse on that. The eritter’s ben in the lake,
and jumped clar across the path into the bush, and thar he
lies—we’ve been within a rod of him. Ef old Bose would
get up and go to work we'd fetch him soon, but these dern
no-account pups arn’t worth shucks, and so we must do the
tracking ; so, boys, let’s light, some on us, and take it
afoot, whilst the rest keep along on their eritters.”

Joe'’s advice was taken ; he started off on the lead, and,
strange to say, within ten rods of the spot where the con-
sultation had been held—stopped, and intimated by a
very significant whistle that he saw “ sign.” .

Old hunter as Joe was he for once allowed himself to
be thrown off his guard—instead of passing quietly on,
giving us “item” as he would have called it, and permit-
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ting us to surround the beast, and make a sure thing of it;
at the sight of the “footprints in the sand,” he first
whistled, then peeping into the bush, and espying the
much-sought-for “ varmint,” he allowed the exuberance of
his joy to evaporate in a yell that would have aroused the
dead. The wolf did not move, until Joe very imprudently *
seized a stick and poked it in her lair. Then with but
one spring she dashed at her tormentor, who, slipping, fell
backwards into the water ; and without waiting even to
erawl out, gave us a succession of shouts that would have
done honor to a Commanche.

The wolf had evidently made up her mind that there
wag nothing left for her but a run for life, and, crossing
the water, made for the open prairie—but her situation
was far from agreeable. Seen by three of the outposts,
she was immediately headed off, and, turning, she had to
encounter the party stationed on the edge of theisland ; her
speed was sensibly diminished, and her pursuers now felt
sure of her. Keeping her right between them, they now
forced her to a course parallel with the island, by which
manceuvre not only would our whole party be gathered,
but she would be driven into the main prairie, without
any chance of finding shelter, except by taking the back
track, and from that they could easily cut her off. As
they passed the end of the island the whole party fell in,
and we all obeyed Dave’s direction to the very letter.

The chase headed down the prairie, running parallel
with the wolf, and at a distance of a quarter of a mile on
cither ‘side were three riders, while the rest, spread out
widely, followed at about the same distance behind—the
dogs semi-distant between us—thus forming three sides of
a hollow square, with the wolf and dogs in the centre.
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Riding at half speed, and watching every motion of the
animal, we now commenced drawing in, four or five riders
leaving the back, and joining the side line, until we felt that
we had her safe, and then Dave prepared to fulfil his pro-
mise. Leaving the line, he took his “ caberos” from the
pommel of the saddle, passed it underneath his leg, then
unfastening it, gathered it in a coil in his left hand, in
which the bridle was also firmly grasped. In his right
hand was the noose at the end of the rope.

Rising in his stirrups, with an encouraging shout to his
horse, he dashed directly at the wolf, who, now maddened
with fear, rage, and pain, made a rush first on one side
and then on the other, in hopes of escape, but giving up in
despair, resumed her straightforward course.

Dave approached behind, and driving the spurs into his
horse’s flanks, was soon parallel with her, and not more
than twenty feet off.

Giving the noose three or four twirls around his head,
he launched it with the certainty of abullet at the head
of the animal, and without onc instant’s pause wheeled his
horse.

The rope ran out, and Sir Isengrim, jerked suddenly
about from his headlong career, found himself heels in air,
with a half-broken neck, dragged on his back at a rattling
pace over the prairie.

At this very moment the yell of a dog was heard, and
“old Bose,” lame, tired, half-dead as he was, running on
two, three, or four legs by turns,-made his appearance,
and dashing through the throng of his useless fellows,
fastened upon the wolf’s throat. Over and over they
went together, Bose having all the fighting and biting to
himself.
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Dave checked his speed; found the poor wolf past
praying for ; and it was with difficulty that he could drive
the dogs off, so as to redeem his promise, “ that he would
cover his saddle with that wolf’s hide.”



CHAPTER X.

L3

MORE WATER THAN PLEASANT.

THE wolf hunt had been conducted with so much spirit

“that a good deal more was required to finish out the
night. Hosts and guests crowded the long piazza of the
bride’s house, and the stories and the bottle went round,
until many heads imitated their example.

The next morning the party was to break up, and Joe
and I were to return to our thicket; but I regret to say
that Joe—albeit on ordinary occasions a most staid and
sedate personage—had for once gone to bed in too merry
a mood to feel much like work when he arose, and so
another day was passed by us among the debris of the wed-
ding. We were not the only loiterers. :

The third morning beheld us again in the thicket; and
hard at work. The day was excessively warm, and the
air very oppressive. Joe predicted thunder and heavy
rain, and in the course of the afternoon dark clouds in the
north, and distant thunder, gave warning that a storm was
raging near the source of our little river. Joe shook his
head, and wished that we might not get more water than
pleasant, but consoled himself finally with the thought that
we needed a foot more in the river for rafting purposes,
and that the ground had become so dry that there was but
little fear of a freshet.

We had just finished our coffee, and were lighting our
pipes, when a few heavy drops, pattering upon the roof,
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announced the arrival of the tempest. So well secured
were we in our snug nook, that, but little fearing the
weather, we built our camp-fire inside our hut,and smoked
our pipes in quietness, looking forth upon the rain that
now fell in sheets, on the torrents of water that poured
down the banks, and the river rapidly swelling and grow-
ing darker, rather as some scene got up for our enter-
tainment than anything threatening us with misfortune or
danger. ‘

Throwing a fresh log upon the fire, we lay down at our
usual time, hugging our blankets closer around us as the
blast whistled shriller, and enjoying that kind of quiet
comfort every one experiences when safely housed from
the bitter storm that seems fairly howling with rage at
being disappointed of a victim. About midnight I awoke,
and hearing an unwonted rushing noise, arose and went
out of the camp. I walked to the end of the platform of
sand without difficulty, but my first step from that, upon
the descending ground plunged me half leg deep in swiftly
running water.

I withdrew immediately, having no desire of a eold
bath in the dark, and hastening to the camp, awoke Joe,
and rekindled the fire, so that it might throw a light
across the river. The sight was an ugly one.” The
stream, usually about three feet deep, was now eighteen
or twenty, and swept along, overwhelming everything
that obstructed its progress. Logs of wood, trees torn
up by the roots, and heaps of eane, swept by us with fear-
ful rapidity, and the river whirled and foamed and eddied,
as if it were lashing itself into a fury. There was no
time to be lost if we would save our shingles, and so,
building up a huge fire, we commenced carrying them
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higher up the bank. At least twenty feet above us was
another platform, and all night we toiled, transporting
there our shingles, our tools, and the component materials
of our camp.

In the morning the weather changed, and the sun came
out to look upon the mischief that had been done in his
absence. We prepared a hasty and-—candor compels me
to add—rather poor breakfast, and then looked around
upon the scene of desolation. The river swept over our
camp-ground, and was gradually crecping up the bank,
but Joe said that our “ possibles” were now beyond its
reach. We must, however, search for another camp,
and at it we went, not in the best humors in the
world.

Immediately above us was the outlet of a palmetto
brake, which was sufficiently low to admit the now
aspiring waters of the river, and therefore we must
venture in the canoe if we would go up stream, or
even if we would find the trail—such as it was—that
led homeward.

It looked rather squally, but could not be helped ; so
em ing our provisions and tools in the canoe, we set
for yon a somewhat perilous voyage.

eping close to the bank, and obtaining what advan-

tage we could by catching hold of the branches on shore,

and When it depended upon paddles alone, wielding them

with all our might, we finally, and after an hour’s hard

“laber, reached the spot which Joe‘had designated for our
new home.

I jumped on shore, tied up the boat, and then
received our little freight from the hands of Joe, who
stood up in the tottering eraft, balanecing himself and
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her with apparent unconcern, and no little pride at
his skill. All was discharged save Joe and the pro-
visions, and the former, catching up the bag which
contained the latter, was just about stepping ashore,
when the idea struck him that ‘so great a feat as we
had lately performed would be but imperfectly con-
cluded unless duly celebrated by a right honest yell.
So, turning round to stare the river right in the face,
he commenced what was intended for the loudest shout on
record, but alas! was nipped in the very bud by the ope-
rator, bag and all, tumbling overboard. Away swept the
tide, away swept Joe, and away swept the bag. They
had vanished from my sight—for we had turned a short
corner just before landing—and in an instant after the
catastrophe, nothing remained visible or andible except a
sort of mixture of yell and water, that seemed to come
from beneath the surface. I jumped into the canoe again
and was carried down stream in a hurry, having the mor-
tification to whirl right by Joe, who was very composedly
hanging to an extending limb, not ten yards from the spot
where he fell in, and inquired in a petulant manner what
I “cut that dern fool caper for,” and “ where I expected
to go to?” Luckily for me, I also caught a branch,
and Joe, letting go all, except the provision bag, to
which he clung with his teeth, was alongside immedi-
ately. In a few minutes we were back in harbor again,
and I gave Joe a piece of my mind about *hallooing
before he was out of the woods,” to which he retorted
in the same strain—and not intended as a complimentary
one either—some remarks touching my skill in canoe
navigation.

No harm had been done after all, except the wetting of

5’



106 MORE WATER THAN PLEASURE.

our provisions, which, by the way, were very near a total
Joss. The meal was ruined, the salt dissolved, and flavor-
ing the coffec, and nothing but a piece of junk beef
remaining in anything of an eatable condition, so that,
excepting the said beef, our dinner was a thing pdst pray:
ing for. Beef, Joe would have relinquished without a
murmur ; the meal even, might have been ruined without
exciting his ire ; but to do without coffee was monstroug,
and not to be conceived of, and a return home for a new
supply that very evening was proposed and carried nem.
con.

Selecting a partially formed cave near the top of the
bank, we soon improvised a temporary residence, and then
we found, in a brake a few rods behind us, some admirable
cypress. To work we went, felled a tree,. cut it into
proper lengths, and then, to try its adaptability for
shingles, we must needs split up and shave a few. All
of these occupations consumed so much time, that when
we returned to our new home, the sun had abandoned
our side of terra firma, and was upon a visit to foreign
parts.

I strenuously objected to returning by night, but Joe
would have it that the moon must soon make her appear-

.ance, and that even without her light he could find his
way, and so, as usual, I yiclded.

Disdaining all attempt at following the trail, which
indeed would have been useless at night, Joe boldly
struck what he called a bec-line for home, and in ten
minutes we found ourselves knee-deep in water, floun-
dering about in the abominable palmetto brake. Joe
swore a little, and so completely worn out was I
with the fatigue of the night and day, that laughing
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at him was entirely out of the question upon my part.
There was now but one course to be pursued. If we
endeavored to escape from the brake, we should cer-
tainly and inevitably pass a night in the woods, and
as we had very foolishly left behind us all means of
making a fire, this would have been anything but plea-
sant. We could but follow out the brake to thejpra‘ﬁ‘_ie,*
or at least until such time as the moon rose, and 'fxiilgt
to fortune for keeping us as straight as possible: Our
plan was ingenious, but slow of execution. As often
as once in four feet grew one of those high hum-
mocks—caused by the roots of the palmetto—and of
course on it the plant itself. Jumping from ome to
another of these hummocks was the only mode by which
we could avoid wading, and to keep our course we hit
upon the following expedient :—Joe, having satisfied him-
self by some mysterious kind of astronomy—for trees were
not in the way where we then were—he turned his
face in the right direction, and grasping a palmetto to
retain his footing, remained firm and immovable until
I bad preceded him for some distance, hopping squirrel-
like from bunch to bunch. When I had made a proper
offing, I shouted, and was then ordered to the right or
the left, accordingly as I varied from the proper course.
‘When I was rightly placed, then Joe went ahead, while
I remained still, and so proceeding, we made sure but
slow progress.

In about an hour and a half the moon at last appeared,
and we found ourselves very near the open pine woods,
which we entered with Jjoy, for our swamp journey had
been none of the most delightful. To say nothing of the
abominable “ moccasins ” that abounded there, there was
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no want of panthers or bear, in and around the swamp,
and we stood a pretty good chance of stumbling mpon
some travelling alligator. We came off unscathed, to be
sure, but that night I made a vow against any more
voluntary swamp escapades, and determined that my first
gpeculation in wood-should be my last.

The next day it recommenced raining, and kept it
up for a week, and when at last we started upon our
return, Joe, after walking a mile, complained of illness,
and back we went again. It was fortunate that we did
go, for the next day he was delirious from a violent
fever.

Everything in the shape of a man, excepting Sam
Ming, Old Cesar, and ourselves, had left the settle-
ment, and engaged in a general “cow-hunt.” Sam and
0l1d Africa had been left as a necessary guard, but the
former had taken it into his head to indulge in a fit
of shakes, and the latter was incapacitated for severe
horseback exercise, and so perforce I must make a trip
down the prairie for the ncarest doctor, who enjoyed
a convenient little circle of practice, of which the radii
were something over thirty miles.

We lived upon the very verge of the circle, and my
ride through an open prairie, without path or trail, was
not a joke for a neophyte like myself. I need not now
tell how, after floundering on from one marais to another,
Jjumping gullies when I could, and heading them when I
could not, wading an extempore creck here, and swim-
ming another there, I finally about sunset reached the
doctor’s settlement. y

This prairie travelling is very like the coasting gervice.
You set off with some lone tree, miles off in the mid
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prairie, for your guide, keeping a good offing from the
timber, but steering in towards one point, and bearing
away from another, for all the world as a pilot would
take a vessel through Long Island Sound.



CHAPTER XI.
NEW ACQUAINTANCES—UNCLE BILLY AND HIS VERNACULAR.

A LARGE frame house, with a number of small barns and
outhouses, very rude, and entirely innocent of paint
indeed, but yet of more pretension than Texan build-
ings generally, loomed up quite largely on the prairie.
and the doetor’s settlement stood confessed before me.
My wearied horse evidently knew it also, and without
any hint from me, took the straightest possible course for
the plantation. Riding up to the bars, I gave the usual
“hallo,” and out rushed the customary number of dogs to
- greet me, barking and yelping as if some wild animal had
arrived. !

At last the doctor himself came out. He was a very
large, and particularly good-humored looking man, over
six feet in height, and dressed oddly enough in broad-
cloth pantaloons, seated and “foxed” with buckskin, no
vest, and a kind of pea jacket of white flannel. He wore
a huge flap-cared Quaker hat, and, as I afterwards dis-
covered, belonged to the persuasion of Friends. Rather
a queer country for Quakers, it would appear, and rather
a difficult one to retain the plain language and plain dress
in ; indeed the hat was the only outward sign left, except-
ing an occasional “ thee” when the good lady of the house
wag addressed.

* Come, sir, light and—get out and be hanged to you

.
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(to the dogs)—come in, the boys will see to your horse;
here, boys!” was the Doctor’s salutation.

Dismounting, I placed my horse in the hands of two
stalwart lads, and as I walked towards the house, I deli-
vered my message. :

“What! Joe sick ? tough Joe ? who’d have thought it ?”
said the Doctor. “ Wants me to-night,eh? Well, I don’t
know any one that I'd ride up the prairie for in such tra-
velling as quick as I would for Joe ; and sa I'll he off ;
but you must stay all night. I'd be glad of your com-
pany, but you’re not used to such night work, and there
are two gentlemen in the house who are going up to-mor-
row, and will ride with you. Come in.”

“ Thank you,” I replied ; “I must own to being pretty
well tired, but still I fear I shall be needed at Joe's.”

“ Oh, no,” answered the Doctor, “ I’ll see to Joc until
you return ; and hesides these two gentlemen here want to
have a talk with you.”

“With me ?” I demanded, in some astonishment.

“Yes, sir, if you are Mr. P., as I suppose you are.
They are going up country to-morrow, and intended stop-
ping at the Houghs on purpose to see you. They are
pretty largely mixed up in land speculation, and want
assistance—somebody that they can trust to examine
titles, make out and copy papers, hunt up testimony,
and I don’t know what else. They’ll pay well.”

“But, Doctor, what do they know about me, how did
they hear of me, and who are they ?”

“Qh, they heard of you from somebody at Houston, and
as to who they are ; one of ‘em’s Col. Ting, a sharp go-a-
head fellow, I tell you; was in nearly every scrimmage in
’86, an old soldier every inch of him; and the other’s
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known all over Texas, and Alabama too, I believe, as
Uncle Billy Roberts, a rieh, jolly old planter, works a
bundred negroes, is a partner of the Colonel’s in some
land operations, knows how to tell a funny story in the
worst possible English—in fact, he delights in outlandish
expressions—and is altogether one of the most kindly-
hearted men I know of. But come, let’s go into the
house.”

The principal room was tenanted by the two gentlemen
aforesaid—the Colonel, a man over six feet in height, thin
as a lateh, dressed with some pretension, and looking as
sharp and martinet-ish as possible ; Uncle Billy, quite as
tall as the other, but large and jovial, looming up in a full
suit of home-made jeans, of a reddish brown color—and
the Doctor’s wife, and daughter.

After an offhand introduction, we sat down to supper ;
and after supper, the Doctor took his departure, and the
two strangers and I walked out in front-of the house, took
seats upon the fence, and commenced negotiations. Dur-
ing the whole conversation, the Colonel whittled away at
a bit of stick in the most Yankeefied way possible, while
Uncle Billy tugged away at his short-stemmed stone
pipe. The agrecment was soon made; they wanted me,
and I was anxious to see as much of the country as I
could, and to engage in some employment more congenial
to my feelings and habits than shingle-making.

. Seated at length around the huge fire-place, where a
small fire had been kindled to banish the damps of even-
ing, Unele Billy remarked to me :—

“Well, stranger, seen rough times, I reckon ; allers the
case with new comers; never knew it fail. Thar’s the
Cun'nle, ask him ; ask old Doctor Wheatoa, but you can’t,
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seein’ he's half way up the prairie by this time; but thar’s
his old woman, she'll tell you.”

To this very general speech, Col. Tmtr assumed the duty
of replying, and his reply was very Down-East indeed.

“Pray, Uncle Billy,” said he, “what first brought you
to Texas?”

“Me! why the consarned ‘fever an’ ager’ did it. I
shan’t forget my first trip, ner what happened soon arter
neither, I tell you,” replied Uncle Billy. “ Why, Cun’nle,
I sfaid with Old Charley Birkham. You knew him, I
reckon ?”

“T have heard of him,” replied Ting, “ and if you know
anything about his death and that lynching affair, I
should like to hear it.”

“Well,” said Uncle Billy, “I reckon I might as well
tell the whole on ’t ; so here goes ——”

Before I give Uncle Billy’s story, in its own unadul-
terated native vernacular, a few remarks on the singular
idioms of the South West will not be mal-apropos—and as
this is the age of plagiarism, I trust I shall commit no
very heinous offence in stealing from myself the following
extract from a somewhat lengthy paper on the subject,
written some years since :—

The origin and perpetuity of many of our queer and
out-of-the-way phrases, may be traced to the semi-annual
meetings of gentlemen of the bar at the courts of our
Southern and Western States.

These gentlemen, living as they do in the thinly inba-
bited portion of our land, and among a class of persons
generally very far their inferiors in point of education,
rarely enjoying anything that may deserve the name of
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intellectual society, are too apt to seek for amusement in
listening to the droll stories and odd things always to be
heard at the countiry store or barroom. Every new
expression and queer tale is treasured up, and new ones
manufactured against the happy time when they shall
meet their brothers-in-law at the approaching term of the
district court.

If ever pure fun, broad humor, and “ Laughter holding
both his sides,” reign supreme, it is during the evening
of these sessions. Each one empties and distributes-his
well filled budget of wit and oddities, receiving ample
payment in like coin, which he pouches, to again dissemi-
nate at his earliest opportunity.

Although I may lay down, as a general rule, that the
game words and phrases prevail throughout the South and
West, yet almost every State has its local peculiarities ;
Texas, for instance, the large admixture of Spanish words ;
Louisiana, of French; Georgia and Alabama borrow
many from the Indians. North Carolina is notorious for a
peculiar flatness of pronunciation in such words as crap for
“crop,” carn for “corn,” peert for “pert,”’ &c. “I allow,”
meaning “I think,” “I consider,” is, I believe, of Ala-
bama origin, and so is that funny expression, “ done gone,”
“done done,” implying “entirely gone,” and “entirely
done.” In Virginia many of the lower class pronounce t%
as d—dat for “that,” dar for “there,” dis for “ this.”

These and other similar derelictions may be traced
to the fact that all children are inclined to make compa-
nions of the negroes, to listen to their queer rambling
tales, to accompany them upon their “ coon hunts,” &e.,
and thus acquire a negro style of pronunciation, and
many negro words that nothing, save a good education,
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can eradicate, and even that does not always perfectly
succeed.

There are two great and distinct classes in the United
States, the Yankee and the Virginian ; the former occupy-
ing the New England States, and thence spreading in
almost every direction, claiming a great portion of the
State of Ohio, and even a share of Indiana and Illinois,
although in these two last-mentioned states the Southern
peculiarities of speech are more common ; the latter pro-
perly commencing at that imaginary division, *Mason
and Dixon’s line,” and thence running south and west.
The intermediate states are divided between the two.
New York, Pennsylvania, and New Jersey have indeed
been well inoculated with a solid basis of Dutch and
Swedish in their infancy, yet, save here and there some
stray neighborhood of ancient Hollanders or sturdy
Swedes, whose manners, customs, and language our intru-
sive Yankees have been unable to corrupt, a few terms
and phrases that have crept into general usage, alone give
token that a foreign tongue once reigned over so large a
section of our land.

The distinction between these two great classes (the
Yankee and the Virginian) is so wide and so clearly drawn
as to be visible and palpable to every casual observer.
Should one, however, ever hesitate as to the place of nati-
vity of one of our free and enlightened citizens, there
exists a test, which, potent as the spear of Ithuriel, will
dispel all clouds of doubt that may overshadow his mind.
Let the person in question be requested to give an opinion
upon any subject. Should he guess, write him down a
Yankee ; does he reckon, you may swear him a Southron,
The Yankee guesses, the Southron reckons, which our New
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England friend never does, except by and with the aid,
assistance, and advice of that estimable arithmetician and
pedagogue, Nathan Daboll, Esq. Per contra, however,
the Yankee calculates, and pretty shrewdly also, while the
Southron allows. The one wouldn’t wonder if some expected
event should take place, while the other, more ardent and
careless of assertion, “ goes his death upon it” that it will.
To the latter, drawing his comparison from his idolized
rifle, a thing is “as sure as shooting,” while to the former,
more pious or more hypocritical, it is “ as sartin as preach-
in'.’  The one will be “darned,” and the other “derned,”
both evading an oath in nearly the same manner, the only
difference being the substitution of one vowel for another.
Should this asseveration require. additional force, the
Northern man will be “gawl darned,” and the Southron
“dod derned”—a curious perversion of sacred names to
ease the conscience, while giving vent to one’s temper.
In fact, it is almost impossible, among the many cor-
ruptions of language of which both are guilty, to cite an
expression in which some slight but marked difference
does not exist.

To the Northern man, every silicious mass is a stone, be
it large enough to weigh a ton, while the Southern ignores
the word in fofo, and calls everything of that deseription
a rock, though no larger than a midge’s wing. The
application of this word is extremely ludicrous to one
whose ears are unaccustomed to it, and I remember langh-
ing heartily at the idea of picking up a rock to throw at a
bird. When man or boy, biped or quadruped, bird or
beast is pelted, the unfortunate recipient of projectile
favors is said to be rocked, unless indeed wood be put in
requisition. and then he is chunked.
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In Arkansas, however, the term donock usurps the place
of either rock or stone. That touching and popular
Southern ballad, yeclept “Rosin the bow,” concludes in
these pathetic words :—

“Then fetch me a couple of donochs,
Place one at my head and my toe,
And do not forget to write on ¢,
The name of old Rosin-the-bow.”

No shadow of doubt ean possibly remain in the mind of
any unprejudiced person, but that the sovereign State of
Arkansas may lay just and true claim to the honor of hav-
ing given birth to the interesting individual in question.

The further south you travel, the more rude, wild, and
energetic the language you will hear. Texas excels all
others in additions and eorruptions. The old Texan has
no farm, it is a ranche. A rope he knows not ; everything
in that line is either a larriat or a caberos, the one being
made of raw-hide twisted or plaited, and the latter spun
by hand from the hair of horses or neat cattle. He never
secks or looks for anything, but always hunts it. He
hunts bees, cattle, a missing pair of oxen (ke calls them
beeves), or a doctor. Nothing leaves a mark to him, he
only sees sign, whether of bird or beast, friend or enemy.
You hear of turkey sign, bear sign, hog sign, cow sign,
Indian sign, etc., ete. When he wishes to leave, he does
not say with the Yankee, “ Well, we’d better be a goin’,”
but “ Let's vamos,”. or *“ Let's vamos the rancke.” He never
asks about the situation of the grass on the prairie, but
inquires about the summer or winter range. A fish spear
is to him a groin ; a boat, a dugout ; a halter, a bosaal ; a
whip, a quirt ; a house, no house, but a log-pen ; a drove
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of horses is a caviarde, and when a universal fright among
them occurs, it is a stampede. e does not kill his game,
he saves, or gets it, or males it come. Apropos of this, I
will record an anecdote, for the authenticity of which I.
can vouch.

The noted Judge W., better known as “ Three-legged
Willie,” once attended a barbacue for the purpose of
addressing the assembled multitude, and soliciting their
votes for Congress. His opponent had slain a man in a
duel or street-fight, and was endeavoring to apologize and
explain the eircumstances connected with the act. Willie
listened attentively with a sneer upon his countenance,
and when he had finished, arose and remarked : “ The
gentleman need not have wasted so much breath in
excusing himself for having saved a notorious raseal ; all
of you know that I have shot three, and two of them I
got.”

The monosyllable “there,” or in the backwoodsman’s
language, thar, has its original meaning so singularly per-
verted and enlarged, and lays claim to so many and such
peculiar significations, that it is worthy our especial
notice.

A man who accepts an invitation to a frolic or a fight,
a wedding or a funeral, probably answers, I'm thar. A
person wishing to imply that he is perfectly at home in
anything, says he is thar ; a good hunter or fisher is also
thar. A jockey once sold a draught-horse with this recom-
mendation :—* He ain’t no pertikeler beauty, stranger, to
boast on, but when you get to the bottom of a hill with a
heavy load, he’s thar, I tell you.” The poor man, how-
ever, found out that his new purchase, under such circum-
stances, ‘certainly was thar, and thar he was likely te
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remain, as neither words nor blows could induce him to
budge a foot.

An amusing story is told in the South, whieh illustrates
very well one of the many uses of this word. The king
of beasts, it is said, invited all his subjects to a ball, and
all attended in compliance with the princely invitation,
with the exeeption of the poor donkey, who remained out-
side, solacing himself with the music of the violins, that
were merrily keeping time to the very fantastic toes of the
Jjocund dancers. Several messengers in vain were sent to
press his entrance, and finally his majesty himself conde-
scended to seek the sage, and insist upon his returning
with him. “ Your majesty,” replied Jack, * I'm not much
of a hand at dancing, but if there’s singing to be done,
why I'm thar.”



CHAPTER XII.

UNCLE BILLY'S STORY—HOW CHARLEY BIRKHAM WAS
MURDERED.

“ THE first time, stranger, I ever sece Old Charley Birkham
wer a smart piece ago,—nigh on to a year or so arter I
left up thar in Tennessee, whar I was raised, and came
down and settled on the Warrior in Alabama.

“The fever-n-ager got fastened to me, and tho’ I shuk
mighty hard, it wouldn’t be shuk off no way I could fix it.
Thar hit (it) stuck, just like one of them dern Cam-
manches on a mestang, the worse hit jumps, the tighter
he'll stick, s’ if the biggest part of him wer glued to the
saddle, or like he wer one of them rale half horse 'n half
alligator fellers, that fit in the Trojan war, or somewheres
else, that I used to read on when I went to sehool.

“ Well, the doetors in them days warn’t exactly up to
ki-nine ; they war sorter skeared at it, hit wer so awda-
cious powerful—they’s mighty apt to feed a feller on it
now ’til he kin hear all the drums in the Mexican army,
and a few of Uncle Sam’s thrown in—but they warn’t up
to it then; so they jest fed me on lodlum and epecack,
washed down with myrtle tea—t'warn’t no sorter use;
then they tried aguer-forty—ef it had been aguer hundred
t'wouldn’t hev half done; then they give me some stuff
that tasted like iron hoops stewd down, but t'wouldn’t
make a center shot nither,

“T stood it all quite doeious, tell the doctor talked of
trying arsenic, and then I kicked. Next day he brought
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me a little bottle, and told me to take ten drops every
morning in a whiskey toddy with the cZil off, and then I
spoke up, and says :—

“* Jest look here; old Pill Box, you've trotted your hull
drug store through me. I've swallowed all the physic
you've got, without shyin, tell I'm a walking potercarry’s
shop, but now, that you've come to the pisons, I'll bolt
and go to doctern on my own hook. I've had as much
med’sen as you could tote on a wheelbarrow. I'm goin’
to try horse and saddle in the mornin’ with the ch:l on—
t'aint no use a talkin’. I've got some kin settled over
onto Old Red, and I'm goin’ to scare ’em up, and see how
they like, and try and ride off this consarned ager.’

“Well, stranger, when he see I wer sot on it, he give in,
and said it wer the best thing I could do.

“I'm mighty easy on the trigger, and the next mornin’
I wer done gone. I kissed the old woman, spanked the
children, threatened the niggers, promised the overseer a
new covering and a jug of ‘red eye’if all went straight,
got all my fixins together, and off I sot. I rode an all
fired smart chunk of a pony—real Creole, cane raised—
walk six miles an hour, and run like a scared deer in a
perara afire. I win a quarter-race with him, four bales
anti, just afore I took sick—beating a mare that wer
allowed to be the fastest critter agoin’.

“Well, as I war sayin’, off I sot; went through Massas-
sippi, crossed the ‘Big Drink, came to now and then,
when the chill come it too strong, rode around, visited my
kin, but couldn’t get shut of the ager. So I allowed I'd
try the piney woods a spell, and go over to Tayhas—as
they used to call it—and take a sort of land-hunt.

“I went up country a bit, struck ‘ Trammel’s Trace '—

8 .
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“nothing but a blazed road then—and kept on till I got to
Old Charley Birkem’s. If you've never heard tell of Old
Charley, you ought to. Ile lived on the frontier among
the Ingens, and cattle-raisers, and renégades, and despera-
does, many years, but none of ’em cver thought of harming
him. Everybody loved him as well as if he wer thar own
father ; even the Ingens listened to him, and many a stolen

_eritter has he coaxed ’em to give up. If any of the neigh-
borhood had a difficulty, they never thought of goin’ to
the Alealde, but jest left it out to Old Charley, and he did
the right thing. Uncle Sam paid him something for being
a sorter agent and keepin’ the Red-skins in order, and
people that come a land-huntin’ always hired him to help

“em ; he had a nigger or two of his own, and so got a
comfortable livin’. Iis cabin and his crib were open to
anybody and anybody’s eritter that come along—come

‘when you pleased, go when you pleased, no questions
asked, and all frec gratis for nothin’.

“1 stayed with him nigh onto a month ; his old woman
doctored me, and give me ‘number six —lucky it warn’t
one number higher, or ’twould hev fixed my flint—cured me
and the ager at the same time. Well, I had a nice time
a-huntin’ and a-fishin’, and when I got ready to start, the
old man had his eritter—a great roan mule—got up, and
he rid with me the first day’s journey.

“ When we parted, I wanted to pay him, but he wouldn’t
take nothing but an X to buy some wimmin’s fixins for
the old lady, as a compliment from me. I've often
thought that day’s ride warn’t so much to keep me com-
pany, as to see me through a settlement nigh the line,
whav he thought they might like me so well they’d never
let me leave.

L
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“In them days men would sometimes come into towns
tellin’ of their being robbed on the mailroad, but no
man plundered in a frontier settlement ever told the tale.

“Well, stranger, we took a parting grip, and I never
see the old man agin. The next time I heard of him, he'd
been murdered. Yes, Charley Birkem, the best man
the Almighty ever planted on this sile, had been awfully
murdered. Stranger, I can’t bear to think of it now, but
when T heard it the first time—and it wer jest arter I'd
got religion—I couldn’t help it—I swore nigh onto half
an hour, right straight on eend. I can hardly keep my
tongue docious now to talk about it.

“It’s a curus story, and I'll tell you all of it I can
think on, but some things perhaps I may disremember.

“Tt seems that there wer a goin’ to be a ‘raisin’’ or a
*log-rollin’’ a good piece off that the old man wer a goin’
to. He reckoned he had better put out in the evenin’
before, and camp somewhar on the road, or get to stay at
some of the neighbors’ cabins, and allowed to take an
‘airly start in the mornin’. He got all his fixins ready for
camping—his little wallet, and tin cup, and larriat to
stake out his mule ; put a couple of log chains in his sad-
“dle-bags, thinkin’ they might be wanting ; got up his mule,
and took the shute, sun two hours high.

“Two days after, a raft of people came along, and
stopped at Old Charley’s, and when the old woman asked
after him, they told her that he hadn’t been at the frolic.
She wer awful skeart, and they felt right curus too.
There wer one fellow among ’em——his name wer Joe
White ; he wer one of the breed you never meet with in
the white scttlements ; they’d be vagabones there, but the
buckwoodsmen can’t get along without ’em. I must try
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and pictur him out to you. Joe wer six foot and up’ards,
big boned, and lean ; sot a horse like a Cammanche ; good-
natured, and open-handed, when he had anything, and
when he hadn’t, happier yet; always kept two or three
good critters, sometimes a dozen, picked up a pocketful of
rocks when cattle-huntin’ wer in season, and when he'd
nothing else to do, lazed about anybody’s log-pen that he
pleased ; slept on his own blanket ; found the folks in deer
meat and turkey ; could turn his hand to anything but
work ; spent sometimes weeks in the woods alone or with
the Indians, and wer allers ready to give away anything
he had, or do anything for any man, ’cept work, which he
gaid wer made for niggers. Howsever, he didn’t reckon
helpin’ pile up log-cabins, or cuttin’ down bee-trees, work.
He always allowed they were scientific.

“Well, Joe wer the first one that answered ; he told the
old lady it were all right; that Charley had stopped to
pilot some one or other, or maybe his mule had broke the
larriat, or pulled up the stake, and he wer a huntin’ him ;
but, says he, ‘I'll be sartin to hunt him up; I don’t car
whar he is, I'm bound to light on him.’

“They comforted the poor old madam as well as they
could, got all the items about Charley’s leavin’, and pro-
mised to start right out and hunt his trail. They left
his cabin, startin’ off on the back track, and maybe
covered half a mile or so without anybody’s sayin’
anything—they wer all too busy a thinkin’. At last
says Joe, ‘I reckon, boys, we'd best light and talk this
over.

“Now Joe had a heap of the Indian in him ; two things
he wer mighty cautious about wastin’—words and ammu-
nition. In any sort of expedition, his word wer law,
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although he wer by a long shot the poorest man in the
settlement that passed for an honest one.

“T tell you, stranger, in the white settlements men pass
for what they look to be, but in the backwoods for what
they are; you'll find plenty of bogus money here some-
times, but bogis men can’t shine. We're mighty apt to
weigh ’em. They hev to stand worse things than Kimi-
kles, and the gilt wears off powerful soon.

“ Well, when Joe said the word, down they drapped,
and took a seat on the convenientest log they could find,
waitin’ for Joe to open, but when they heard what he'd to
tell ’em, they all riz, and thar bristles ris too ; but they
Jjest shut thar teeth clus, and said nothin’.

“¢Boys,” says Joe, ‘you all know me. I don’t talk
often, ner say much ; but now I've a smart chance to say,
and I want you all to keep still till I've got clear through—
don’t yell nor curss—ondly to yourselves. Boys, Charley
Birkham’s murdered—yes, murdered, that’s the word;
thar warn’t no fight about. it ; the old man never had a
quarrel in his life. You'll wonder, maybe, that I didn’t
tell you afore I got to the house ; I didn’t know it myself,
but when the old woman first asked arter him, I knew it ;
and what’® more, I knew who did it, and can go straight
to the spot whar his life wer took. You know, boys, I
rode a smart piece ahead of ye. I allers do; I like fo
read the road. I can’t tell much ’bout what’s writ on
books ; I ain’t much of a schollard ; but I kin read what’s
writ on the airth pretty plain. Thar hain’t been much
travellin’ along this bridle-path sense we went on, but
thar have been some. Thar’s been devils, or critters worse
than devils, along here. You see, the first thing I noticed
wer the old man’s mule track turned out into that blazed
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road to Boggy. The old man hadn’t rid him nither.
The fellow that had, didn’t weigh more nor a hundred
and fifty at the outside.

“¢“Well, I thought it-wer mighty curus who could be on
the critter, and so I lit and looked at the road clus. I
seen a heap! The mule had gone on, but two horses that
come up the road and turned into the “blaze,” went up a
little piece to a big water-hole, and follered it into the
timber, then rounded agin into the old road, and the men
on ’em had tried to make their critters step as nigh as
they could into their old tracks. The fools reckoned
they’d blinded the trail, but it didn’t take me as long to
find it all out, as it have to tell the story. y

“¢“One of the critters was old Jake Williams’s, and
the other belonged to that no ’count whelp and pica-
yune gambler, Bill Stone. I've been a lookin’ out for
them chaps to get into mischief for a long time, and
took a sharp sight at their critters’ feet every time I got
a good chance.

“‘Jake’s has had the shoe off the nigh fore foot for
three weeks ; t'other’s shod forard, both hind hoofs badly
cracked, and interferes. I could swar to them tracks
anywhar. Williams wer ridin’ on on ’em; t'other
hadn’t got his master on his back, but a boy, or some
light weight. Well, a piece further on I found out
whar they’d come out of the timber ; it wer a water-
hole again. I'd been expectin' another dodge, and so
looked sharp wheniver I see one. They’d come right out
at this hole, and what'’s more,_they’d gone in thar too.
I went in about ten rod, and found whar the mule had
been tied out. She must heve been thar seven or eight
hours, by the grass she eat; a pony had been hitched
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thar too, and after the mule had been catched up—for
his rope let him into the ring whar the mule had stamped
about, and the pony’s hoof marks wer over the marks of
t'other. ;

“‘The pony had stayed perhaps an hour ; the other
critters had been hitehed to limbs, and I pulled ’em down
to see how tall the men war. One of ’em wer just my
height, and t'other about three inches shorter. They
all three must hev come into the timber together—the
lightest one on the pony—that wer old Jake’s boy Diek,
for Bill Stone’s horse had a heavier rider when he went
in than when he come out. Bill rode him in, and tuk
the mule, and Dick rode Bill’s horse out, and left the
pony ; then come back again and tuk up the pony, and
Bill’s eritter follered him home.

“‘The mule had gone in long afore they had ; it rained
night afore last a little, and I see whar some drops had
fell on her track, but thar warn’t none on ither of the
other eritters’. If you go and ask Jake about Bill
Stone’s horse, he’ll tell you Bill stayed thar, night afore
last, and a led eritter he had, got away from him, and he
and Dick went out and helped him catch it, and that
they brought his own horse back to keep till he come
back again. If he don’t tell you this, jest say Joe
White’s a liar. You sec they’ve been a leetle too smart;
thar warn’t no use of makin’ all that trail; thar warn’t
no use of tyin’ out the pony; they might hev turned
him loose. I see, too, whar they’d changed saddles. It
takes % smart strain to pull up one of these Spanish
girts tight, and it throws a man hard on his heels. I
saw the marks of Bill’s and the boy’s. I looked around
and saw whar all three had sot on a log; I measured
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the length of the feet, and I found, too, whar that fool
of a boy had cut a big gad. I cut off a piece from the
butt he left, and it’'s got the mark of the knife on it;
thar’s twe big gaps in the blade. We'll get that knife
afore long, and see if it don’t make marks alike. Well,
I was shure some mischief had been done, and reckoned
Old Charley’s mule had been stole, so I come out at the
water-hole whar they’d gone in and come out, and rode
along watchin’ the road mighty sharp. When you come
up with me, I wer lookin’ whar the mule had come out of
the timber on the other side ; he carried a heavy load
then ; Old Jake and Dick must both have been on him.
Well, I rode on a piece further, and thar had been a
camp-fire lately ; it wer a smokin’ yet, and right agin
it, wer the trail whar Charley had rid his mule in. I
wer skeared then; but as two nights had passed, and
we’d had a sprinklin’ of rain, I warn’t sartin, but I am
now.

“‘Well, men, you've heerd my story. Shall T go on
and tell you how I think we’'d best go te work, or
prehaps some of the rest would like to have thar say ?’

“ All the company, however, said no, and so Joe went
on :—

“* First, says he, ‘I must tell you how it all happened.
The old woman said Charley didn’t take his fire-works.
Now, you see, he stopped at Jake Williams’s and got a
chunk of fire, and then camped down about half a mile
further on. Old Jake and Dick went down to the camp
in the night, and killed him—knocked him in the head, T
reckon. They wmust have heard the log-chains chink
in the saddle-bags when he stopped thar, and thought
Charley had a smart chance of money with him. They
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wer disappointed, and got into this awful scrape for
nothing.

“‘I reckon they left the poor old man’s body thar,
and took the mule off up the road a piece, and then
into the timber, and tied him out. Then they must
have gone home and found Bill Stone thar. Some time
afore mornin’ they all three started out on horseback,
and rode to whar the mule wer hitched, then went on
foot and hid the old man’s body, then back to thar horses
agin, and went out, jest as I've told you, to the blazed
road, and then parted. Jake will tell us that his son
turned back, and he went onto the road, and into the
timber whar they found Bill's critter, and Bill kept on
arter he'd changed his saddle, and that he led the other
horse back.

“¢Now I'll tell you what we must do. The first thing
is to hunt up that varmint Bill Stone. That’s my job.
The rest of you ride on to Jake’s, hear what he’s got to
say, and make sarch for Old Charley, but shut pan on
everything T’ve said. Act jest as if you knowed nothing
till you've hearn from me. Keep your eyes skinned and
your rifles clean, and the minute you get item that I'm
back, catch up your horses, meet me at the crossroads,
and bring all the good men in the settlement with you.
If we don’t come out in force and do things open and
above board, we'll hev a tall fight with the gang ; but if we
show. ’em we're too strong for em to meddle with, and not
afeard to do our duty in the face of God and man, we'll
cow ’em like whipped hounds.””

“*



CHAPTER XIII.

UNCLE BILLY'S STORY CONCLUDED—THE FATE OF THE
’ MURDERERS.

“ WELL, gentlemen, after Joe had said his say, they had
some talk among themselves. Some on ’em allowed
things warn’t so bad, and some reckoned they’d best
Iynch Old Williams on the turn, but at last all agreed to
take Joe’s advice. Joe shuk hands all round, warned ’em
to keep shady, mounted his critter, and rode off. After
he’d gone, the rest of the company went down to Old Wil-
liamg’s, and heard pretty much such a story as Joe said
they would. Williams said the old man had stopped and
got a chunk of fire, wouldn't stay, and said he wer agoin’
to camp out a piece up the road. They got Williams to
go with ’em and hunt, but didn’t find anything, only one
of ’em traded knives with the boy, and when they ex-
amined the blade, after they rode off, they see the marks
on it wer just like them on the stick that Joe cut.

“What trail Joe took, I don’t rightly know, but reckon
none in pertikeler, for he knew the woods like a book,
and had a pretty good idee whar Bill Stone would fotch
up. Joe had a rifle and blanket for himself, and a stout
caberas for his horse, and so didn’t show himself much,
nor bother anybody about feedin’ ither him er his critter.
It’s shure though, that he struck Bill’s trail, and follered it
like an Ingun, When Joe got nigh to Nachitosh, he
hunted up one or two men of his own sort, that wer down
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gellin’ thar skins, told ’em what business he wer on, and
they agreed to back him up. After thar plans wer fixed,
Joe rode into town, and a funny lookin’ eritter he wer ;
an Ingun wouldn’t hev knowed him, nor his eritter
nither. He'd stained her up with poke berries and red
elay, clipped her long tail, hogged her mane, and as for
him, a hump had sprouted rite suddint on his shoulders;
he sot in his saddle drawed up like a Cammanche, his face
50 dirty you couldn’t tell what the color ought to be, and
he wer a reelin’ ag if he wer drunk as a lord. He knew
Bill warn't more than three hours ahead of him when he
stopped at the hunters’ camp ; and he knew, too, that the
varmint eouldn’t pass a grocery without callin’; and so,
when he saw the old roan mule hitched afore the Brian-
Boru House, he warn’t surprised a bit, but made a bee
line for the store of a merchant in the place. The
clerks didn’t know him, and sot in to makin’ fun, till old
Mr. R. come in. Joe soon let him know who he wer and
what he wer after. Mr. R. wer Old Charley’s merchant,
and the best man Joe eould have asked help from. They
settled things between ’em, and Joe went over to the
tavern, and thar shure enough sot Bill Stone, down at
poker, and little more’n half whiskey’d. It didn’t take
Joe long to scrape acquaintance with the nice set, and
while they wer drinkin’ with him, in walks Mr. R.

“ ¢ Hallo, gentlemen,’ says he, ‘ can you tell me who owns
that great roan mule hitched out here ?’

“¢T reckon,” says Bill Stone, ‘ you’ll hev to take me for
owner if you ecan’t find any better.’

¢ Will you sell him, if you ean get your price?’ asked
Mr. R. 5

“¢T ha'n’t thought of sellin’ him,’ said Bill; ‘Least:
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ways, I hadn’t, till you asked me the question. Whatll
you give, stranger, for the mule, bridle, saddle, riggin’,
and all ¥

“¢ Why,” answered Mr. R., ‘seein’ he’s a likely critter,
and the riggin’s sort of so so, I wouldn’t mind givin’ a
fifty for him.’ '

“ " Pwont half do,’ says Bill. ‘Say a hundred, and take
him.’

“tWell, answered Mr. R., ‘I don’t mind a few dollars
when a eritter suits my fancy, but it’s a big pile to give
for a saddle mule. You look out for the beast till dark;
I've got no place to put him, and don’t want to be
bothered with him till I get ready to go home, then
bring him over to the store, and I'll give you the hun-
dred.”’

“Bill agreed, and sot down to his cards agin. Joe sot
nigh him, pretending to be mighty interested with the
game, and takin’ Bill’s part whenever any dispute wer
riz ; the mule all the time béing watched sharp by Joe’s
friends, who wer hangin’ round outside.

“The game wer pretty tight, and they stayed nigh onto
an hour later than the time sot, but Bill finally settled up
at the bar, and started off for Mr. R.’s store, Joe takin’
himself off as soon as he see him on the right track, and
his friends on the lookout.

“Bill hitehed his mule and went in. Mr. R. called
him into a back room, and began counting out the moncy,
and while Bill wer watchin’ the dollars the merchant wer
a pilin’ up, in walked Joe, his hump-back gone, his face
clean, and he as sober as a judge—ought to be. Bill
knew him, and if the old sarpint himself had popped his
head through the puncheon floor and claimed him for his
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brand and crap, he couldn’t hev been more skeared. He
made a dash for the back door, and rushed right into the
hands of Joe’s two men, who had been put thar to stop
the gap. When he saw he wer trapped, he come in quiet
enough, and wanted to know what he wer picked up for.
Joe looked him right in the face and said :—

“¢Bill, Ol1d Charley Birkham sent me arter you and the
mule.

“Bill turned powerful white about the gills, and wer
Jjust fixin’ to give tongue, and try and skeer up some of
his friends, but they tied his hands and gagged him afore
you could erack a rifle. They mounted him on the mule,
tied his feet to the stirrups, fastened them to each other
by a strap under the critter’s belly, put a running noose
round his neck, tied the other end of the rope to the ring
behind the saddle, fastened his hands to the pommel, and
started off, leading the mule by a back way to the hunters’
camp. Then Bill’s mouth were unstrapped, and Joe said
to him,—

“*Now look heah, Bill, you've got to tell these men the
hull truth—I know it already—and if you bolt an inch
from the straight track, “ Sweetlips”’ (slapping his dead
sure rifle), ¢ will make it the last words you iver speak.
You've got five minutes to think about it, and if you don’t
open in that time, or if you begin to palava about inno-
cence and marcy, the first word brings a ball through your
head”

“‘T tell ye, gentlemen, Bill thought a good deal, and
thought pretty fast. He knew Joe White, and he knew
that nothing would scar him off a track when he'd once
barked on it; he didn’t dar to lie, for he nither knew how
much Joe had learned, ner how he found it out, and he
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didn’t dar to hold his tongue. He thought thar might
be some chance of his given Joe the slip on the road, or
of some of the gang’s rescuing him. So he up and told
the truth.

“ Tt seems that he and Williams had laid a plan te rob
and murder the old man, if they couldn’t get the money
they thought he had without it ; but Bill wer not at Wil-
liams’s cabin when Old Charley stopped thar. The boy
had lifted the saddle-bags, and as soon as the old man
left, told his father and mother they wer full of money.
After holding a short -council, they agreed to do the job
that night. They waited some time for Stone, but he
didn’t come; the man and boy set aut, found Charley
asleep, and Williams killed him with a elub. After the
deed wer done, they found that the devil had fooled ’em,
and thar wer no money in the saddle-bags. They mounted
the mule and hid him whar .Joe had seen his sign; then
returned to the cabin, and all three started to hide the
body. Thar wer a branch (brook) nigh the camp, and put-
ting the body on a kind of litter, they carried it off, walk-
ing in the stream so as to wash their trail. They found
whar a large oak had blowed over, and in the hole the
roots had turned up, they dug the grave, placed the body
in it, and after covering it up, put the litter and some
light stuff over it, and set it on fire, thinkin’ that, as the
timber had been lately burnt over, the grave wer entirely
cached, and then they returned by the branch.

“It all turned out jest as Joe had said, and he could
hardly keep his fingers from pulling trigger, but he only
put the gag in Bill's mouth agin, and got ready for a
start.

“The hunters had several led horses. So leavin’ one
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man to finish the tradin’, and takin’ a spar critter apiece,
Joe and his two friends sot out, with Bill on the mule,
They travelled all night by the road,and when day broke,
took to the bush, camped down a smart piece of the trail,
stayed till noon, cotched up thar fresh critters, took a bee
line through the timber, and when night come, pushed for
the trail again. Twice, one of 'em wer sent to some out-
of-the-way cabin to buy corn for the horses, tellin’ the peo-
ple it were for a party of movers, who wer travellin’ the
road. Shoving along this way, they reached the cross-
roads about sundown, a little inside of four days. All
this time Bill wer never one minute unwatched, awake nor
asleep ; he warn't let to speak, though he wer fed and
not abused, and he had pretty much made up his mind
he wer a gone coon. Joe’s two friends rode off to give
item of his being back, and afore midnight, the men come
in pretty thick, but mostly one by one, and mighty quiet.

“ When Joe had force enough to be right sure of every-
thing, he made a break for Williams’s cabin, leavin’ orders
at the cross-roads for all that might come, to ride on and
jine him.

“ ¢ When they come to Williams’s clearin’, a part closed
round the clearin’, so’s to stop ivery hole, while Joe and
two others went up to the cabin—Joe holdin’ Bill by the
throat, and a pistol at his head, and orders wer given to
shoot him down if he made the first move towards gettin’
off. . They knocked pretty loud at the door, and heard
Williams stampin’ round—the dog had woke him up.
Presently he sings out—

“¢'Who's thar

“ ¢ Hit’s me,’ says Bill.

“¢Is that you, Bill Stone ?’ asked old Jake.
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“¢Yes, it's me. Open the door, quick,’ answered Bill.

“ Williams opened the shutter (door), all the time cussin’
Bill for ‘a dern no ’count fool” The minit thar wer a
chanee, in jumped the two men and fastened on the rascal.
He sung out loud for the boy and old woman to shoot 'em
down, but afore ither could do anything, the others rushed
in and had them fast too. When the old man saw Bill
Stone, be knew it wer all up with him if he didn’t get
help from his gang ; the boy wer stuffy, and didn’t whim-
per. Nither made any fuss, but the old woman let on
powerful, till the old man said a word to her, and then
she shut up too.

“Joe now picked out a dozen men that could be de-
pended on, more to keep the crowd from lynchin’ the vil-
laing than anything else.

“ By sun up, nigh onto seventy men had got together,
and about all of the right kind. They chose a smart
chap, Col. Spicer, an old settler, to be judge, and he
picked out twelve men for a jury.

“Well, gentlemen, they didn’t make any such long
jobs in them days in the backwoods, as they did in the
white settlement ; they’d no place to put thar prisoners,
and as soon as the jury wer ready, the Judge said he’d
go to trial.

“ A party had been sent out, and found the old man’s
body ; the log-chains wer lugged out of the fodder stack,
whar Bill Stone had told them they wer hid ; the jury all
agreed they were guilty, and the Judge sentenced the
men and the boy to be hung in an hour. The old woman
wer to be sent out of the range ; the improvements to be
valued, and she to be paid for ’em ; but if she ventured
back, she wer to be served like the rest. The old man
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and boy stuck to it they wer innocent, and the old
woman prayed, howled, and ecursed, pretty much all to
onst.

“ As soon as the Judge had got through, the men and
boy wer took to the spot whar the murder had been
done.

“While all this wer going on, the gang of which Old
Williams wer a sort of chief, hadn’t been idle. Bill wer
missed the night he wer took away, but it wer done so
shady, that not a clerk in R.s store knew anything about
it. Next mornin’ Mr. R. eome down to the store quite
late, and when he wer questioned about Bill, told ’em
he’d been took by a company that wer after him, and
wer on his way back to Texas, to be tried for murder.

“This made a fuss in eamp, I reckon, and a party put
out after Joe. They tried to slow track him at first,
and wasted nigh onto a day, and then did what they
ought to hev done at first—made a bee-line for Birkham’s
settlement. They pushed ahead night and day, and got
into the diggins about six hours after Joe. By this time
the whole country were up, and the Nackitosh party got
together a company of about twenty of prehaps the biggest
rascals in the whole South.

“They allowed they had force enough to do pretty
mueh as they pleased, but when they come to the ground,
found out they wer a barkin’ up the wrong tree. They
had with them a long-legged thap, a sorter jack-leg
lawyer, and he advised em to try and get the punishment
put off by peaceable means, and that would give a chance
to run ’em off.

“When they rode up and mixed with the crowd, the
lawyer and one or two more of ’em made tracks for
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the prisoners, but they had a dozen rifles cocked and
drawed on ’em, and got thar orders about keepin’ off.
Then the lawyer begun to talk pretty loud about the out-
rage to free citizens, and all that, and said he demanded
to be heerd. Col. Spi’cer now see it had gone far enough,
and turnin’ round to the new comers, said in his deter-
mined way :—

“*Men, you come in rayther too late in this business to
hev much to say, and I reckon if some of you had
stayed away all-together, you wouldn’t hev been missed.
If any of you don’t know what this gathering means, I'll
tell you. Those two men and that boy hev had a far
trial, and hev been found guilty of the murder of our old
friend, Charley Birkham. This isn’t the first time they’ve
deserved death, we all know, but this time they’re bound
to get what they've arned. The old woman is as bad as
ither, but she’s a woman ; law would hang her, but we'll
let her run, only she must keep elar of these diggins.
Now, Squire, you've got some men ip your crowd that
don’t suit us mich ; the less they hev to say, the better, or
they may eome in for a share, and I advise you all to keep
a sharp look-out for the future.

“¢These men hev just half an hour to live, and if you,
Squire, want to make a speech, go ahead, and see that you
don’t overrun your time, and mind that none of you med-
dle with our doins.’

“ Well, stranger, the lawyer got up and lumbered away
at a powerful rate, while they put the prisoners on horses,
slipped the nooses round their necks, and made the other
end of the ropes fast to the limbs overhcad. When the
half hour wer up, at a signal from the Colonel, his whole
crowd drew round the tree, ivery man with his rifle cocked
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and his trigger sot. Spicer raised his hand to stop the
speech, but the lawyer wouldn’t shut pan, till a look
brought Joe White’s rifle to his cheek ; he drew a bead
mighty peert, and the lawyer quit his lumbering and
moved off.

“ The man who held Bill Stone’s critter let go the bI‘l—
dle, and Bill wer told ef he had anything to say, he must
out with it quick.

“ Bill owned up, and prayed to be forgive, and soon as
he wer done, some one hit the horse a smart blow, and Bill
wer a swingin’ in the air.

“The old man’s turn come next, and he died cussing the
hull of ’em. The boy wer stuffy enough till the old man
swung off, and then he give in, and told the truth. Spicer
said a good deal to him about the awful crime he’d had a
hand in, and then told him they had made up their minds
to save him, in hopes that what he had seen and felt
might prove a warnin’.

“ The bodies of the murderers were buried on the spot
whar they died. The old woman and boy wer moved
next day outen the range, and I reckon went clar to Ala-
bama. Old Charley’s wife wer took good car on while
she lived, which wasn’t long ; and this, gentlemen, is the
end of my story.

“ Now, Cunnle, let’s hev some of your first experence.”

-



CHAPTER XIV.
THE COLONEL'S STORY—A SHIPWRECK—AND A SCRIMMAGE.

“My first experience of the country, as you say, Mr.
Roberts, was of the rudest. I came here to survey and
locate lands—some of the very ones, by the way, iz which
you became afterwards jointly interested, and which are
now giving us so much trouble. I brought a surveying
party with me, and a nice time we had of it. We char-
tered a small schooner, and set sail to find Galveston Bay,
if possible. No easy job, for then the city had not been
invented, and the flat island of sand that lies across the
mouth of the Bay, with here and there a stunted tree,
presented no very serviceable landmark to the mariner.
“We boxed about for a week or ten days, and then
in a fog ran plump into the mouth of the Brazos. It was
a mere matter of luck and chance that we did not go to
the dogs. The fog happening to lift for a moment, we
saw where we were, but how we got there, or how we
were to get away, not one of us could tell. I said we saw
where we were, but do not mean that we recognised the
gpot, by any means. We only knew that we had run up
the mouth of a river without knocking our bottom out,
but what river was the question. The captain being a
true republican, and having moreover entirely lost his
latitude, called a meeting, inducted himself in the chair,
and put our position to vote. He, was of the opinion that
it was the Sabine ; I, rather favored the idea that we had
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made the Brazos. As neither of us had any notion of the
appearance of either river, our opinions were certainly
unprejudiced. The mass, or more properly, mast meeting
—for the chairman supported himself against one of those
important sticks of timber—were somewhat divided in
opinion, especially as we had only obtained a single
glimpse of one shore, and then dropped anchor immedi-
ately, for fear that we might soon get an altogether Zoo
well grounded idea of our whereabouts. One suggested
that we were probably somewhere; another, that he
rather thought we were nowhere at all ; but at last the
captain, having the firm support of two sailors, the cook,
and the cabin boy, and moreover the idea that being a
seaman, he ought to know, although he owned that he did
not, carried the day.

“ Having christened the stream the Sabine, our next
step was to get away from it as soon as possible, and
accordingly, the first moment the fog permitted us to see
ten yards ahead, we up anchor and clawed out as gingerly
as possible. Getting in, was a feat to be remembered, but
getting out without being set upon shore, or run on a bar
by the current, was but little short of a miracle.

“ About every third vessel that attempted the entrance,
even under the most favorable auspices, was lost; for
without a sign of a bay, or anything of a mouth to speak
of, the Brazos runs plump into the Gulf, over a very ugly
bar, and between the worst kind of breakers. As soon ag
we were fairly clear, the captain ‘about ship,’ and shaped
a southerly course, probably in the direction of Vera
Cruz.

“ Away we went, feeling our way, and trying to find a
hole somewhere in the coast, until bread and water ran
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short—I say the bread and water ran, for the bread was
quite capable of going alone. Then we called another
meeting, and this time I was declared, nem. con., to have
been in the right. Our private stores, laid up for the sur-
veying expedition, were walked into, and bacon and
brandy suffered some. It was now about ship again, and
after near a week we hailed a craft that informed us that
we were right off Ship Island shoals, about halfway
between Galveston Island and the Balize. My temper
rather gave out. I called the captain a Judy, and talked
of deposing him. He accused me of being a Jonah, and
threw out some idea of throwing me overboard. Now, as
acting the part of Jonah in full, and without any cutting,
implies something to be done in whaling, I turned to and
gave him a good one; my men and the crew joining in
the amusement. It did a great d&l of good, so much so,
that the very next night he not only found Galveston
Island, but nearly ran over it. The wind being light, and
off shore, we were fortunate enough to save ourselves and
our bacon, together with most of our provisions and
instruments. The vessel was past praying for, and as she
was sure to go to the dogs, the captain proposed to go
with me to the Indians. I have no idea of giving you
my whole Texan history in detail, but will only say of the
surveying, that it was rather difficult, as usually neither
corner, nor anything like a boundary-line could be found.
The Mexican mode of measuring land was, perhaps, origi-
nal and very ingenious, but far from satisfactory to the
man who wanted to ascertain the extent of his posses-
sions.

“ An Indian was usually placed upon a horse, and fur-
nished—the Indian, not the horse—with three cigars.



SMOKING OUT A SURVEY. 143 °

He set off upon a gallop, and as mueh land as he could
ride around while his cigars were being smoked up, was
called a league. I suppose they gave them a certain
length of ‘old soldier’ to define the exact quantity of a
¢lahore’ (eighty acres).

“You will perceive that the size of the league depended
ehtirely upon the horse’s legs and the length of the cigars.
I can assure you that it was a nice piece of work to smoke
out these boundaries.

“As we were upon the buffalo ground, we had no
want of either fun or fresh meat. We had purchased
good horses, and hired two good guides—old hunters,
that knew exactly what they were about. As our buffalo
hunting was only for a supply of meat, and not for an
indiscriminate slaughter of the animals for the sake of
their skins, we seldom failed in obtaining what we sought
for, and this was our mode of procceding. Buffaloes
have a regular drinking-place, and visit it regularly at
a certain hour. Now our hunters soon found out those
places that were in our neighborhood, and watched the
drove when they came down. As soon as the huge
brutes had filled their skins nigh to bursting, off they
went in a clumsy gallop. Then the men dashed out
from their hiding-places, and rushed their horses at the
end of the drove. Selecting a young and fat cow, that
might be walloping along on the outside, and among
the last, the hunter would run his trained horse right
alongside, and clapping a holster pistol to the shaggy
brute’s ear, pop a bullet in her brain. Nothing could
be more simple, more easy, or more safe, provided the
man was up to the business and the horse well trained.
So well did this kind of life agree with me, that had
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it not been for a wife and children in old -Alabama, and
certain qualms at night-fall about the uncertainty of find-
ing my hair in its usual place in the morning, I do not
know but that I might have gone on, Robinson Crusoeing
it yet.

¢ At last, however, our work .was completed, and all my
party, with the exception of two, had left for the States,
going by the upper route and Traumel’s Trace, and we,
the remainder, went off west.

“The troubles had already commenced, and the Mexican
garrisons had been expelled from Nacogdoches and Anna-
huac. We were packing our portmanteaus to start upon
our homeward route, when news were brought that the
Mexicans were advancing upon Gonzales ;.and anxious to
have a chance at them, we left for the scene of the antici-
pated scrimmage immediately.

“When we arrived, the village was in a precious state
of confusion, its dozen men and boys running about fright-
ened to death, and doing nothing, and the women tearing
their hair and what little linen they possessed. The Mexi-
cans were said to be on the other side of the river, a few
miles below.

“We immediately ¢ollected every sheet, counterpane,
and tablecloth that the village could boast of, and setting
men and boys to work at cutting and carrying poles, soon
erected at the back of the village what appeared to be
tents enough for a respectable encampment.

“Two crotches, with a pole across them, and a couple
of sheets thrown over it, with their ends carried out and
fastened to the ground, makes quite a personable tent—
when viewed at a distance—I can assure you.

“ Having everything properly prepared in the tent
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line, it was only necessary to mount a sufficient num-
ber of sentincls, and for this duty we detailed a number
of the women, who for that purpose were inducted into
the breeches, let us hope, for the first time. Five or
gix marching along very stiffly and formally indeed, in
front of the mock encampment, gave it a quite a grand
appearance ; and upon the river’s bank some of the men
were stationed, while the rest were preparing and repair-
ing arms, saddles, and bridles, for the coming fight. We
had not been there an hour before my great surveying tent
arrived.

“ When we left for Gonzales in such haste, I engaged a
friendly Mexican to bring it along as soon as he could,
upon pack mules. The tent was a huge one, and divided
into two parts, so as to make it the more readily porta-
ble. This we pitched in a conspicuous spot, and having
hoisted a small flag above, it answered remarkably well
for an officer’s marquee.

“Now all this humbug had but one object—to keep the
enemy at a respectable distance until we were ready for
him.

“We had not long to wait. Even as we were putting
the finishing touches upon our marquee, a troop of
cavalry came dashing up at a hand gallop to the opposite
shore of the river. = They intended to have surprised
the town ; but instead of taking the ford when they had
reached i”t, came to a sudden halt, and then made a very
decisive movement to the rear. They retreated behind
the skirt of timber, and did not make any further demon-
stration, although every little while some officer would
ride up to the bank, and after looking very wisely and
curiously npon our arrangements, trot off again, probably

A}
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shaking his head, and without doubt pouring forth a per-
fect flood of ‘ caraccos’ and ‘carambos.’

“In this position stood affairs at sundown, except that
our force was continually upon the increase, and by that
time we numbered sixty effective, hardy men, and had also
two small pieces of artillery, of which the veteran Col.
Neil took command. We were now quite ready for a
fight if we could only get one, for your Mexican has never
a stomach for anything of the kind unless he happens to
catch you unawares and unprepared.

“ Selecting the best rifle in the corps, I walked down to
the spot opposite which the Mexicans repeated, from time
to time, their reconnoitre. 1 did not think the rifle had
force cnough to carry a ball across the stream with suffi-
cient strength to do any good after it got there, but still, I
determined to give the next  cabalero’ a right good scare,
for they believe that the power of our shooting irons, and
our skill in wielding them, are both supernatural and dia-
bolical.

“1 did not have to wait long. Two gaudily-dressed
officers rode up to the bank, and shading their eyes with

their hands, prepared to take a long and careful squint at
Us.
“ Shading myself behind a bush, I prepared to take
a long and careful squint at them, in the hope of mak-
ing them see sights, as that was evidently their desire,
but the only sights that I cared for were those of my
rifle. I took the shot, and they took the ‘shute’ I
can’t for the life of me=tell which went off first, they
or the gaun. The blaze }'ﬁt'd_\barely poked its nose from
the muzzle, when in went the spurs, and off went the
warriors, not waiting for report or bullet-in. 'As I heard
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their spurs and sabres jingling, and watched their nod-
ding plumes, I consoled myself with the idea that I had
made the feathers fly, even if I had not brought down my
birds.

“As soon as it was fairly dark, we marched down
stream about half a mile, to a bend where we had a
flat concealed. We had with us fifty men, and our two
small cannon. The horses swam alongside the flat, and
in three trips we were all safely over. At our camp,
the remainder of our forces were parading back and
forth in true military style, and the large camp-fires
that illuminated the village gave quite an imposing air
to the whole affair. When we had drawn up in order
upon the bank, two experienced scouts were sent out to
spy upon the enemy. They found them without trouble,
and soon reported their position. The Mexicans were in
sad perplexity, and evidently badly scared.

“Fearing an attack, they did not dare to light their
camp-fires, or even strip their horses, but were allowing
them to feed, every man holding his animal by a slipped
bridle.

“Most of our party were for making a sudden and des-
perate onslaught upon them ; but the veterans all vetoed
such a proceeding most decidedly. If our object were a
fright instead of a fight, it would have done ; but a fight
we were burning for, and, as the enemy were not more
than two to our one, the odds were nothing at all. The
Mexican is as cuhuing as a fox, as slippery as an eel, as
bloodthirsty and as cowardlv as a wolf, and has not the
most remote idea what a 1air fight is like.  The enemy
were well mounted, and had the heels of us without doubt.
If we attempted a charge, they would be off before we had

-
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half a chance. A few experienced hands might indeed
creep up to their stamping ground, and drop a man or
two ; but the moon shone too brightly to allow of any but
old hunters trying the experiment, and so we determined
upon an ambush. Six of the best mounted men were
despatched to draw the enemy along the edge of the tim-
ber, while we were to treat them to a discharge of our
field-pieces—loaded with trace chains, for the want of
grape-shot—and our rifles.

“ The squad made a circuit, and came upon the Mexicans
on the prairie side. They rode along slowly, as if entirely
ignorant of the hostile presence, and, when they came as
near as was advisable to the picquet, hailed to know who
were there.

“The enemy were all alive in a moment. Here was a
chance for glory and immortality not to be lightly thrown
away ; here, a fight exactly to their liking. Not waiting
for the trumpet’s ¢ boot and saddle,” not waiting for officer
or word of command, scarcely sparing the time to replace
the bits in their horses’ mouths, away they dashed, helter-
skelter, in wild and most admired confusion. A short
burst brought them right opposite us, and, had the old
colonel waited for the main body of the rascals, we had
emptied many a saddle; but his desire to be at them
brooked neither delay nor advice, and as soon as the first
came straggling by at full speed, bang went the cannon,
‘down came three or four Mexicans and their horses, cut
into mince-meat, and away for their lives sped the rest.
They had suspected something was wrong all the after-
noon, and now they knew it, and were satisfied with the
limited amount of that knowledge, without any further
inquiry into the matter.
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“Away sped the Mexicans, and away sped we after
them ; the rifle-balls whistled ; the flashes from the frequent
discharges, like meteors, lighted up the scene ; the enemy
yelled with fear ; the boys shouted with rage ; and, except-
ing the celebrated San Jacinto races, it was never my lot
to behold such a scene of confusion. It was all of no use,
however, for their horses beat us, if the men could not, and
I do not think we saved a single Mexican, but those whom
we got at the first discharge.”



CHAPTER XV.

THE COLONEL'S STORY CONTINUED-—SPECIMENS OF TALL
FIGHTING.

“I po not now remember, not a battle alone, but any kind
of a fight with the Mexicans, in which they did not outnum--
ber us immensely. The Alamo was stormed in the face of
ten to one, and when the cowards sent out a flag, such an
unorganized set were we, that there was no proper officer
to receive it. 'We were out of ammunition, and began to
feel pretty badly whipped. Word was passed from house
to house that it was about time to be off, and I never was
more astonished in my life than when the enemy exhibited
their white flag. Think of twenty-five hundred regular
troops in a fortress surrendering to less than three hun-
dred civilians, without discipline, and almost without
officers! I asked General Cos—when he was a prisoner
in Galveston—how such a thing could happen ?

“¢Why, sir,” he replied, ‘ what were we to do? We
could not even show a finger but it was shot off ; my men
would not stand it any longer ; they would as soon have
fought the devil himself. I kad to surrender.

“The battle of San Jaeinto was fought against three to
one, and not mueh of a fight at that. The defence of the
Alamo was against fifty to one,and at least a thousand of
the enemy bit the dust. General Baker, with but thirty
men, kept the first division of the grand army at bay for
several days at Brazoria, and that little fight at Lipantit-
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lan, some four months since, was not to be laughed at.
When eight hundred cavalry surprise and surround one
hundred and seventy infantry, it is no joke, even though
the enemy be Mexicans.

“But of all the fights that ever I was in, give me the
battle of Conception, or, as it was better known at the
time, ‘ the battle of the Horse Shoe.” It seems now to be
quite forgotten at home, and was never known of abroad.
The capture of the Alamo made so much noise as to com-
pletely swamp the glory of my pet scrimmage. That
German, who calls himself Seatsfield, the author of a
good many readable books, has given so good a picture
of the battle, that I think he must have been in it or
near it. He has romanced so much, however, .that
cverybody thinks the whole affair a mere offspring of
his imagination, as indeed was his fish story of the old
hunter, who was lynched and came to life again. I think
he had some idea of Deaf Smith when he drew that cha-
racter.

“The truth about the battle is this: Burlison, with
cight hundred men, had taken post on the San Antone
river, some distance below the town, and there he lay
waiting for reinforcements before he should attack a
place that, defended by as many Americans as it had
Mexicans, would have been impregnable.

“T1t was deemed advisable to advance nearer upon the
town,and accordingly volunteers were called for to recon-
noitre the country about the enemy’s position, and to
scarch for a safe and convenient spot for the army to
advance and encamp upon.

“ Ninety-two men stepped forward, and I among them.
‘We were ordered to proceed up the river until within six

.
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or seven miles of San Antone, and, after selecting a pro-
per spot, to return before night. The army was to march
and take up their new position on the next day. So off
we started, every man upon his own hook, for although
we had those among us that afterwards distinguished
themselves as officers, yet, with the exception of an old
Indian-fighting general, no one assumed any partieular
command. We had especial orders to avoid any collision
with the enemy, and to retreat upon the least symptom of
danger. As the men, however, were fairly ‘froze for a
fight,’ there was little ehance of these orders being obeyed,
if fortune should send the Mexicans in our way.

“Not finding any within the prescribed distanece, we
determined to advance nearer upon the town, and pushed
on until we found, near the old mission Coneeption, and
three miles below Bexar, as lovely a camp-ground as ever
fell to the lot of weary soldiers. A bend in the river,
known as the ‘ Horse Shoe,’ had upon its shore a strip of
bottom land, above whieh the prairie arose like a line of
wall, so as to form a perfeet breastwork, and although the
latter was not more than four feet higher than the ¢bot-
tom,’ yet as it curved around on either side until it met
the river, a better position for infantry eould hardly be
conceived of. Wood and water on the spot, the river for
our rear defence, and the prairie wall for our front, no
wonder that we gave a cheer when we found it, and
no wonder either that we determined not to return to the
main body, but to send baeck two messengers, and for
ourselves, to camp for the night,-and await Burlison’s
arrival,

% All notion of fighting passed away, and we foolishly
imagined that our present situation was unknown to the
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encmy. We were about as wise as the silly bird that
hides her head in the bush, and thinks herself perfectly
safe until ‘ a fire in the rear’ convinces her too late of her
error. We had not been at our new camp an hour before
Mexican women began to come in, with ‘polonces’ and
‘ tortillas’ for sale. 'We bought of their wares, and they,
immediately after leaving camp, went up to Bexar and
reported our exact number. I found afterwards that they
had stated our force as ninety-two, which it was at the
time, although two men were subsequently sent back to
Burlison.

“Night drew on. We made our fires, cooked our sup-
pers, eat, drank, smoked, and were merry. A guard was
set, and one by one the rest departed for the land of Nod.
Although camped on a ‘bottom,’ I slept like a top. To-
wards morning my neighbor—I had almost said bed-fel-
low, for our blankets touched-—grasped my leg gently,
and woke me up.

“¢Hist!’ said he, in a low voice.

“¢‘What is it? inquired I, in a half-asleep and tho-
roughly cross tone.

“¢Hush, for your life !’ he replied, in a whisper ; ¢ listen,
do you not hear anything 2

“ Like Bottom, I was all ears in a moment. Above
the noise made by the rushing waters at our feet, I heard
a mournful and dismal sound, as like the low moan of a
dog “as anything that I could compare it to.

¢ Pshaw !l said I, ‘it's nothing but a wolf or a hound.’

“‘Yes, replied my companion—who was no other than
the noted Col. Bowie—'yes, you are right; there are
wolves about, but that sound you hear is the creak of arti-
lery wheels.

7.
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“‘TLet us alarm our men instantly, said I.

“¢No such.thing,’ he answered ; ‘keep still ; those rascals
are upon the opposite side of the river, and they expect to
surprise us. Let them think so, if possible, until they
make the attack. That wheel has saved us. You do not
hear it again, and you will not, for if they have no means
of quieting it, they’ll send back for grease. I'll bet now
that those wheels are bound round with straw or rags,
and that the horses’ feet are covered with cloth or buck-
skin, to prevent any sound from reaching us. Unless
something goes wrong with them when they ford the
stream, you will hear nothing further until the artillery
speaks.”

“It was a fortunate thing for us thdat they were obliged
10 cross not more than two hundred yards below the
camp, for had they come down upon the prairie side, we
should probably not have heard them, as we would have
been to the windward.

“Bowie went cautiously about the camp, and arousing a
few old scouts to help him, soon had every man in camp
awake and prepared, without the least noise being made
in the premature reveille.

“We spread ourselves entirely around our small piece
of bottom land, facing the prairie, knowing that thence
must come the attack. Presently we heard the enemy
cross the river. Had our senses not been sharpened to
the utmost by a knowledge of the impending and immi-
nent danger, we probably could not have distinguished the
slight noise attending their crossing, from the rushing
sweep of the river ; but so preternaturally acute did our
hearing become, that the low toned words of command
could be distinctly separated from the other surrounding
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sounds. There was just air enough to convey the slightest
noise to us, without there being sufficient to disturb even a
leaf.

“At last they were all over, and then slowly and care-
fully did they march round to take post on our front, pre-
paratory to their intended attack. We could hear them
range themselves, but a thick mist was rising from the
river, and everything was by this time concealed from our
eyes. We could even hear them unlimber the cannon,
and were very sure that they were in reach of our rifles,
‘What weary moments were those, as we lay, silent as the
grave, expecting every instant to hear the roar, and feel
the hurtling storm of their artillery. But the fog had dis-
concerted them, and although it was buf little past three
when we were first alarmed, the ruddy tint imparted to
the dense mass of vapor, now told us plainly that the sun
was rising.

“Never can I forget that weary watching, but its pro-
longed anxiety was as nothing to the dreadful feeling of
suspense we experienced when the fog commenced lifting,
and we could see the feet of the horses and the lower part
of the wheels of the artillery. At this moment word
was whispered cautiously through the ranks for each
man to pick out his mark, and to fire from a rest, at
the word of command. Higher and higher the fog
drew up. It was evident that the decisive moment was
at hand. Officers passed in front of the line of horse,
issuing orders.

“¢Take a tree, whispered Bowie to me ; ‘take a tree,
the nearest one to our breastwork that you can.’

“ A cool breeze fans our fevered cheeks, the dense mass
of vapor rolls up as a curtain; there stand the horse
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fully revealed, there are the cannon, there the gunners
whirling their matches, there the trumpeter with his
instrument already at his lips to sound the charge. All
this we saw, but only saw it, for at this very instant the
matches were extended towards the eannon, the horsemen
drove their long rowels deep into the horses’ sides, but ere
the iron storm burst forth, ere the horses had made the
first leap, or the trumpeter blown his first note, a stento-
rian voice from our ranks shouted ‘ Fire !’

“Down went horse and rider, down gunner and trum-
peter, and rifle ball and grape shot met careering in mid
air. The confusion in their ranks was indescribable.
Checked in full carcer, the horses wheeled and ran ; every
man at the guns was shot down, and for a moment we
thought that the contest was over. But no; they knew
-our numerical weakness too well, and having again formed,
here they came dashing up in splendid style. The strife
was now to obtain the mastery of the artillery. We
dared not take them, and determined that fhey should
not. ‘

“f Give it to them in the face and eyes, boys, shouted
Bowie, ‘ never mind their backs.’ ¥

“Up they came, and just as the leading squadron
reached the guns, down went every man of the front rank,
and away went the rest.

“ Another charge, and the same result; then came a
bold attempt to withdraw the eannon without our line
of fire, and here more courage was exhibited than I have
ever seen in Mexicans since. They surrounded the guns,
dismounted some men, and absolutely gave us a harmless
salute ; but again every artillery-man bit the dust.

“The enemy, forced to abandon their field-pieces, once
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more retreated, and their officers evidently held a long
and warm consultation, in full sight, but out of our line of
fire. Some of our men wished to make a rush for the
cannon, but to have been caught upon the prairie would
have been destruction, and the proposition was deecidedly
overruled.

“The enemy were in trouble ; the men had apparently
had quite enough of it, and we could see the officers whip-
ping them into rank with their swords.

“ On they come again, and as they draw near, Bowie’s
voice is heard once more :—

“¢ Steady, boys, steady! wait your time !’

“We did ; and I firmly believe that three out of four
of our shot told. The destruction was awful ; no Mexi-
can could stand it. As they broke in confusion, a manl
the Sergeant Major—dropped from his horse, hammer in
hand: and endeavored to spike one of the guns. He fell,
shot through the head. Our men, no longer to be
restrained, now dashed out upon the prairie, seized the
guns, and the fight was over.

“ Had they done this before the enemy were thoroughly
disheartened and cut up, not one of us would have lived
to have told the tale, but all the fight was fairly taken out
of our foes.

“The field was won, with no greater loss upon our
side than two men slightly wounded. Bowie approached
me— "~ :
“¢ Colonel,’ said he, ‘I believe this is your first fight.
What tree did you take ?’

“¢1 could not tell for the life of me, said I.

“‘Well, come with me, and I'll 'show it to you,’ be
answered, and taking me a few steps, pointed out a sap-
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ling about six inches through. ‘A pretty shield for a
full grown man,’ said he, and I thought so too.

“ We did not wait for another visit from our Mexican
friends, but, having spiked the cannon, we threw them in
the river, carried off the ammunition, and made the best
of our way back to Burlison’s camp.

“ And now, gentlemen, to our blankets.”

-



CHAPTER XVI.
SOME OF THE PLEASURES OF A NEW COUNTRY.

THE next day saw the: Colonel, Uncle Billy, and the
reader’s humble servant en route for the up-prairie settle-
ment, where it was arranged that I should remain a
month, and then, with the two land litigants, proceed to
Malden—as for reasons, a certain county town shall be
designated. y

Four days’ attention of the doctor, and something less
than a pound of calomel, put Joe, not exactly upon hi
legs again—they being rather shaky for some time—but
quite the other side of the fever. In Texas, the physician
must make short work of the disease, or the disease will
of the patient, and when the body-curer has twenty-five or
thirty miles to ride to a case, it is customary for him to
remain until the affair terminates one way or another.
The patient finds a double advantage in this, for he avoids
more than one payment of the somewhat serious charge of
mileage—a dollar a mile—and also is hurried out of his
fever or out of the world with all possible celerity by the
doctor, who fears heing called away before his work is
half done.

In Joe’s weak state, the shingles were a very heavy
weight upon his mind. The rain recommenced on the
day after my return, and for a week poured, until the
porous earth would drink in no more, and then the fluid
made wide and unaccustomed lakes upon the level ground,
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or went off in extemporaneous rivers, wherever a descent
of surface gave it a chance to run. Joe’s mind, sleeping
or waking, dwelt upon nothing but shingles; now he
would flatter himself that they were safe, and then again
in his mind’s eye he would see miles of the river, and the
entire surface of the bay, covered over with a very unne-
cessary roof—as it were—at his expense.

Determined to set at rest a matter that was evidently.
producing an injurious effect upon the convalescent, I
persuaded one of his brothers to a¢company me to the
thicket. Long before we reached the river, a deep rush-
ing and moaning sound, breaking the sacred silence that
usually dwelt in the old woods, admonished us of what we
had to expect, and yet, when we at last reached the bank,

nd pushing our way through the dense cane that formed a
wall impervious to the eye, had a fair view of the swollen
current, the effect of the sight was truly startling.

To me there is always something fearful and soul-sub-
duing in the mighty rush of dark and resistless waters, and
when such a sight suddenly burst upon my view, in the wild
and lonely forest, I fairly shuddered.

The river was bank full, and swept by us with frightful
velocity, tearing down huge trees, and hurrying them off
as if they were but straws upon its surface. The quiet,
gentle stream, that once tripped merrily along, with its
clear waters sparkling in the sunbeams, had changed to a
savage monster, a giant refreshed with sleep, who in a
fury was hurrying on,—lashing the banks, ravenously
devouring everything in its path,—to try conclusions with
the tides of the bay.

It was evidently all up with our timber speculation.
Our shingles had cleared for the gulf and a market, with-



OFF, ON THEIR OWN HOOK. 161

out due clearance, and in all human probability “our
bark was on the sea” at that particular moment. My
companion came to the same conclusion, and expressed it
too in his own way.

“ Them shingles,” said he, “is done gone, and the ‘ dug-
out’’s arter ’em. Wont the red fish bark thar noses and
spile thar teeth, and the grand-ecoys” (large and ravenous
fish) “ choke theyselves jumpin’ at ’em for mullet? Mighty
apt, I tell ye. Aint the river a humping it tho? Reckon
we'd best be a-barkin’ on the back track, for dern my
skin ef the ‘ drink’ aint up and a-coming like a quarter
horse.”

I thought so too, and accordingly home we went. Now
that Joe knew the worst, he was perfectly resigned and |
quiet about it. All his speculations had had equally
unfortunate terminations, and if this had succeeded I am
convinced that he would have been really disappointed,
and have looked upon his success as something quite
unnatural and portentous. The excitement of the chase
was all that he craved, and but little cared he for the
game. 3

“I'd a swore it,” was the only reply that my tale of
destruction elicited, and evidently as relieved in his mind
ag Marryat’s Captain upon discovering that his son had
certainly been swallowed by a shark, our speculative phi-
losopher turned over and went to sleep.

A miserable dreary month of drizzling rain succeeded
my return, enlivened only by the musquitoes, red ants,
and a semi-occasional ray of moist, half-asleep sunshine.
Musquitoes ave not usually troublesome in Texas. The
heavy winds sweep them from the prairie, a day’s hot sun
or a heavy shower destroy all within their reach, but the
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drizzling misty weather we then experienced was just the
thing for them, and words can convey but a slight idea of
the nuisance they became. Horses and cattle herded
closely together in great droves, tanght by instinct that
the steam from their reeking sides would banish the tor-
mentors. Stock-raisers made huge fires nightly in front
of their cow-pens, and the poor animals would assemble
from all parts of the prairie, and pass the night under the
friendly protection of the smoke. Out-door work was in
many places suspended, for men needed both hands to pro-
tect their faces, and consequently had none to spare for
any other purpose. Those who remained in the house
kept near by them a pan of coals and cobs, made living
. bacon of themselves all day, and sweltered and suffocated
all night with their heads under a blanket—unless indeed
t&y were the fortunate proprietors of a musquito bar.
But the ants! the intolerable, indestructible, unconquer-
able ants. The termites of Africa are fools to them. I
have no question but that the frequent mounds upon the
prairies of Texas are the work of the large white ant.
You will find no mound without one or more of their
hills upon it. This variety, and also the large black ant,
if left alone, cause little trouble; but the small red ant,
that invades houses, stables, and corn eribs, in hordes of
untold myriads, heaping up piles of dirt three and four
feet in height against the side of any building which may
be convenient, and invading every part, are truly an
Egyptian plague.

I once saw three men spend the whole of a long sum-
mer’s day—a rainy one—in heating and pouring water
down one of those miniature caves that lead to the domi-
cile of a new colony. On the next morning, the sun
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shone brightly, and his first rays fell upon millions of the
unfortunates, who had been scalded in their holes, and as
soon as the rain had ceased, were brought up by their liv-
ing brethren, and lay strewn all around the vicinity of
their hole.

The only advantage one possesses in living, as it were,
among the ants, is, that other vermin give this small and
spiteful insect a very wide berth. The common cock-
roach and the Spanish roach—known to ears polite and
scientific as the “cimer lectularius”—keep at a very
respectful distance, and that especial torment, the flea,
will turn and flee.

Texas, in fact, may be entomologically divided into two
great sections: the ant country and the roach and flea
country. The musquitoes, snakes, scorpions, centipe
red bugs, and tarantulas, are impartially distri
between both. Of the two grand divisions, I much prefer
the land of ants, for there you can manage to exist during
the dry weather, although when a heavy rain sets in, the
sight of a line of ants marching and countermarching
across the floor, perhaps up the bed-posts, and right
through your bed, all engaged in removing their house-
hold gods to some drier latitude, is more astonishing than
agreeable.

One night, during a severe storm, I slept in a large
room, with a companion who was to depart at daybreaE
for up-country. On entering our sleeping apartments, we
noticed several lines of ants marching across the floor,
but as there was no such thing as interrupting their
march, we retired for the night, praying fervently that
they might not take it into their heads to make a “ covered
way” of either of our beds before morning.
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About light, I was aroused by a tremendous uproar, and

' found my friend dancing up and down the room “ in natu

ralibus,” yelling, stamping, and slapping himself with such

violence that he appeared as if animated with an insane

desire to reduce himself to a human jelly as soon as possi-
ble.

“ What on earth is the matter ?”” inquired I.

No answer did I obtain, but after a few more salta-
torial performances upon the gentleman’s part, I saw him
jerk open the door, rush out, accoutred as he was—his
only garment swaying and flapping about in the morning
breeze—run at top speed to a small stream near at hand,
and, without a moment’s hesitation, plunge head-foremost
in it.

“Sudden insanity and felo-de-se,” thought I, but no
thing. As soon as my friend—having cooled him-
off—had returned and recovered his breath, he
informed me that his inferior garment, chancing to fall in
a straight line upon the floor during the night, the main
array or principal column of ants had changed somewhat
the order of their going, and marched directly through
the very convenient tunnel that chance had provided for
them. Being somewhat nearer asleep than awake when
he jumped up, he did not perceive the black stream that
was footing it through the feet, nor the issue of the bands
from the waist-bands of his trowsers. Seizing the article
in both hands—Ilike Cassius when playing *follow my
leader” with the immortal captain of Rome—he plunged in,
and bade me, not follow, but awake in haste. If the torrent
did not roar, he did ; stemming it and throwing it aside
with hands of controversy, and finally ended Ais frolic
where the Romans began theirs—with & cold bath.
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The month rolled slowly by ; the rain fell, the musqui-
toes swarmed and bit, the ants changed their quarters
often, and sometimes a heavy shower at night, and a fresh
leak in the roof, compelled me to change mine.

Besides these amusements, I played a little upon the
ordinary stone pipe, and spent much of my time in drink-
ing coffee, chatting, and reading. The library. of the
Hough settlement was not large to be sure, but it was
select. A well thumbed copy of Webster’s spelling-book
and one of Hale’s History of the United States were all
that the shelf contained. If I remember rightly, I read
the latter book through seventeen times, and regret to say
that ennui so got the better of my peaceful principles that
I sincerely regretted the war had not lasted ten years
longer. At length we had a few days’ sunshine, an
desperation I plunged into deer-hunting, and devoted
and mind to the pursuit.

But the fine animals merit a chapter to themselves,




CHAPTER XVIIL

A CHAPTER ON THE DEER.

? Some love the green wood’s shady grove,
And some the mountain side.
Some would in peaceful valleys rove,
And in their rich fields pride.

The prairie’s grass-waved landwerd sea,
The broad expanse of green,

And countless herds of deer, to me

Are better far I ween.

OF all the animals with whose natural history I am
nainted, the Red Deer is the most eurious. Curious in
significations of the word are they, singular in all
their habits, and also possessing a greater share of pure
unmistakable curiosity, than falls to the lot of any other
living things that boast of FOUR legs te ¢arry them through
the world. I have sometimes thought the generic term,
DEAR woman, had been bestowed upon the sex by some
mighty hunter, who, equally eunning in the field and bou-
doir, thus embodied and concealed a fine sugar-coated sar-
casm, and capital pun.

The deer appears to me to have been intended for a
domestic animal ; and we have none that so soon becomes
familiar with, and attached fo man. Run down a fawn of
two or three months, throw him aeross the saddle in front
of you, and as soon as you have reached home, you may set
the little fellow upon the ground, and leave him untied and
unwatched, for the short ride of a mile or so in your com-
pany is quite sufficient to thoroughly tame him.
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Be careful, however, lest you meddle or make with those
of a more advanced age. Their hoofs cut like razors, and
every muscle in their bony legs has the force and elasticity
of a bow-string.

The stories travellers are wont to tell, concerning the
dangers to be apprehended from bears, catamounts, wolves,
and wild cats, are all a gigantic humbug.

Wolves—at least southern ones—are cowardly as
whipped curs. A catamount or panther is a huge creature
in truth, and doubtless might make a formidable fight—
and so might an ox; and is in fact quite as likely to. I
have slept upon the ground night after night, without the
least apprehension, in a thicket where I knew catamounts
abounded, and although they left the sign manual of their
huge paws in the sand, about the camp, they never dared
meddle with the inmates.

The bear has a species of sullen courage, when too closely
pressed, too badly treated, or—especially if a female,
should the family circle and the little ones be too rudely
intruded on. But leave Bruin to himself, don’t tread upon
his toes, and he is a very respectable, quiet, stupid indivi-
dual, with a species of surly humor and fun about him, that
is excessively amusing. The tiger cat, or wild cat, is
harmless as far as anything larger than poultry is con-
cerned ; at least I have never known of more than one
person being injured by them, and ke brought the punish-
ment upon himself.

A sailor had escaped from some man-of-war at Savan-
nah ; fearful of being retaken, and meeting the punishment
of a deserter, he made a straight wake up the river for
Augusta. Before entering the town, he determined to
reconnoitre a little, or as he would have expressed it, stand
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off and on, and pick up a stray negro perhaps, who might
furnish him with food and information.

Fatigued with his hasty journey, honest Jack turned in,
in a dense thicket, hoping to rccruit his wasted energies,
and brighten his brain with a cat’s nap, which, however,
was but of short duration. A mingled howling, yelling,
spitting, barking, and caterwauling, in his immediate vici-
nity, suddenly awoke him, and jumping up in haste, he
beheld a huge wild cat backed up against a tree, doing
battle against some dozen hounds, whelps, and curs, of
every degree.

Now, everybody acquainted with Jack’s idiosyncrasies,
knows that Nature or Neptune has implanted in bis breast
a singular fondness for out-of-the-way birds and beasts;
and our worthy friend could not resist the temptation of
making captive so charming a stranger. Drawing off his
monkey jacket, he cautiously approached the tree where
sat the chivalrous cat, not dreaming of her new cnemy, and
suddenly throwing the said jacket over the cat, he enfolded
her in it, and drew her to him in a close, if not loving
embrace. %

He had better have hugged the gunner's daughter, for
the alarmed and infuriated beast fastened upon him, and
tore away with tooth and toe-nail. Poor Jack, not emu-
lous of repeating the tale of the Spartan boy and fox, cast
off fromr the strange sail as soon as he could get clear of
her grapnels, and then had to make the best of his way into
town for medical assistance.

I presume he learnt from this, the necessity of giving
strange craft a wide berth when cruising in strange lati-
tudes without a chart.

. I-am sorry to demolish the wonderful tales of so many
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of our western travellers at one blow, but I ean assure my
readers that as far as my experience serves, the beasts of
prey of the Southwest are a perfectly harmless and much-
abused race of individuals, and that a person incurs more
danger from passing through a barnyard, when oeccupied
by its horses, cows, and oxen, than from staying a week in
the wild woods, and listening to the nightlong serenade of
the wolf, and the rattle of other and larger beasts in the
cane.

But from the stock cattle of the prairies there is real
danger. And the deer—like dear woman again—when
thoroughly aroused, is no contemptible enemy, as-any one
will believe who' has seen a buck with his hair thrown
back, and his flashing eyes, preparing for a charge.

I knew a very worthy old gentleman who, en route for
Texas, had been shipwrecked, and lost all his worldly
goods, save and except the materfamilias, and a dozen or so
of youngsters of both sexes, all provided by dame Nature
with prodigious mouths, and appetites to match.

For some time after their exodus, the family practised a
series of experiments—Ilike the Milesian horse educated to
live on nothing—to ascertain how mnear they might
approach the verge of starvation witbout going quite over
the dam, and when at last the old gentleman became the
possessor of a musket, there was great rejoicing among his
famishing brood. D '

Like many others, he imagined that as there were always
great numbers of deer upon the prairie, all that he had to
do was to go out and shoot them down ; but being no
great sportsman—a Quaker to boot, and therefore not to
the manner—of shooting—born, he made a sad mistake.

Loading his musket in such a manner that it would pro-



170 A CHAPTER OX THE DEER.

bably do execution, at one end if it did not at the other,
he sallied forth a-field.

© At a distance, a large drove of deer were quietly crop-
ping the prairie grass, and towards them he bent his way.
Having heard the mode of crawling for deer deseribed, when
he had approached them somewhat, down he dropped upon
his knees and commenced Nebuchadnezzarising towards
his intended victims, drawing his gun behind him. It was
slow and wearisome work, and the old gentleman was
wheezing and panting along like a high-pressure steamer,
when he suddenly heard something behind him blowmg
rather harder than his own pipe.

He turned, and right in his track a large buek was fol-”
lowing, smelling and snuffling the trail, his eye flashing,
his hair all turned the wrong way, and the beast evidently
quite ready for a fight. Not so our friend—but dropping
his musket, without a thought of putting it to its legiti-
mate use, off he went instead of his gun, and scoured for
home to endure the reproaches of his wife and family, and
to have his first and last hunting adventure fastened to
him, a joke in perpetuo.

I knew an instance of a man who had been at the house
of a neighbor to borrow a shovel, and was returning home
with the implement upon his shoulder, when a large buck
made a fierce and entirely unprovoked attack upon him.

Being a determined and powerful man, he gave the pug-
nacious animal rather more than a Roland for his Oliver,
and finally laid him out—or as he said, made meat of him ;
but for the aid of the shovel aforesaid the result might
have been different. Spades, certainly, were trumps with
him.

The most singular affair of the kind that ever occurred
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to my knowledge, was a regular up and down fight,
between a wounded buck and an old, experienced, and
athletic hunter. The latter had crossed the bayou, upon
whose brink his cabin stood, and in a very short time
crawled up to a fine deer, who fell in his tracks at the
rifle’s crack.

There are three things to be done when a deer is shot
down, and your true hunter seldom neglects them—he first
reloads his rifle—then hamstrings his game—then cuts its
throat. Our hunter imprudently neglected the first pre-
caution, and thinking the deer dead, or entirely Zors de
combat, drew his hunting knife, and approached with the
intention of cutting the hamstrings. A sad mistake he
made ; for just as he was about to cut, the deer gave him
such a kick as a deer can give, the man landed upon his
back, and the knife went—heaven knows where.

In an instant, both the deer and our friend were
upon their fect—the deer rushed at the man, who seiz-
ing the horns and giving them a violent twist, down
went both of the combatants; this was repeated again
and again, until the contending parties were entirely
exhausted.

At last, the quadruped marched off a few rods, and
stood looking intently at the biped. The latter, after
patiently waiting for half an hour, endeavored to creep to
the spot where his gun was lying. Im an instant the deer
was upon him, and again the same scene was re-acted.
Once more the deer left him, and this time our hunter had
the good sense to lie perfectly still until night-fall, when
the deer slowly moved off, and the man then crawled on
his hands and knees—for walk he could not—to the bank
of the bayou, and by his shouts obtained assistance. He
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was taken over to his cabin, and there lay for nearly two
months before he recovered from his severe bruises.

The yearly shedding of the deer’s horns is not the least
singular pectliarity of the animal. The horns commence
growing at the end of the second year; in one year
after, they drop off and soon reappear with an addi-
tional point, so that to ascertain the age of the animal, all
that you have to do, is to count the points upon either
horn, and by adding two to them you will obtain o correct
result.

I have mentioned the curiosity of the deer, and truly
their inquisitive disposition is marvellous ; it overcomes
their timidity, and frequently proves fatal to them.

Place yourself in a tuft of high prairie grass, within
sight of, and not too far from a drove, and by popping up
one arm, then another, then your foot, then waving a hand-
kerchief from the end of your ramrod, you will soon have
the animals’ curiosity thoroughly awakened.

First they will snuff the air, to endeavor to ascertain
by the scent what new creature has made his appearance
in their domain ; then they will commence walking slowly
up to you, nor stop, until satisfied that it is a man, or met
by your rifle-ball.

They make very troublesome pets ; perfectly at home,
they will roam over every part of the ficld, garden, and
house, poke their noses in the dairy—taste the milk, upset
a pan or two, and if they meet with anything not to their
liking, give it a butt with their head, or horns, if they
have any—vwalk out, nip a cabbage or so, cat a few sweet
potatoe vines, try a dozen roses, and perhaps finish their
lunch with a cambric handkerchief or a choice bit of a
flannel petticoat, should there be any spread out upon the
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grass. I have even seen one make fair headway with a
chew of tobacco, although he ultimately came to the con-
clusion that it was nof good for his complaint.

Upon one point I have never met with any exaggera-
tion—the abundance of deer and other species of game in
the prairies and timber lands of Texas,—and in fact it
would be difficult to exaggerate.

I have lived upon the bank of a bayou, and counted
night after night, from five or six to twenty droves come
down to the stream to drink.

They are there,—plain to be secn ; killing them is how-
ever entirely a different affair, and few persons ever
become successful hunters. You may ride among them,
and you will find them more approachable and less timid
than even the stock cattle ; but dismount, and they are
shy enough.

The most successful mode, and the most practised one
of hunting them, is to crawl; that is, vupon discovering a
drove near you, go down upon your hands and knees, get-
ting a tree or a prairie mound before you, and slowly
approach the deer, and if you are very fortunate, and have
patience enough, you may get a shot at them; provided,
always, your gun will go off.

The most uniformly fortunate hunters are negroes ; some
of whom, trained to the business to supply a plantation
with meat, seem to make a sure thing of it. I remember
one.in particular, that, to my knowledge, was sent out
usually as often as twice a week after meat, and during a
period of a year he failed but once; and then, overtaken
with an ague fit, he was forced to seek shelter under the
shade of a tree, and give up to it.

This fellow seemed to hunt by intuition ; he would leave:



174 A CHAPTER ON THE DEER.

his hat at home, tie a flaming red bandanna around his
woolly sconce, and marching off quite unconcernedly into
the prairie, seat himself in a place where you would be
sure the drove in sight would never visit ; yet there would
he sit, motionless as a statue, and it seemed that the deer
never failed to put themselves within reach of his fatal rifle.

Hunting anything is hard work; but hunting deer is
worse than all other. There is more danger of tearing
your clothes from your back, scratching face and hands,
and bruising limbs in a bear hunt, but then there is the
superior excitement of the latter.

A man does meet with so many woeful disappointments
" in the former, that, after a few attempts, nine persons out
of ten resign in Qisgust all pretension to Nimrodism in
that line.

Par exemple, one fine winter’s morning I crossed the
stream, gun in hand, having previously announced at the
breakfast-table my intention not to return without meat.
‘Whereat every one laughed, as the same determination
had been heard before, from more than one about the
board, without being succeeded by any very decided
results.

~ As I was saying, I crossed the bayou, and then looked
around me for my game, but none were in sight, where
usually hundreds were to be found.

Near the stream was a fine grove of trees, and one of
these I ascended, for the purpose of “prospecting,” asa
Californian would say, for deer. I looked around the
wide prairie, and finally discovered one solitary animal at
a distance of perhaps a mile, and after him I started,
knowing that with but one chance I must take especial
pains and caution.
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When I had diminished the space between us by one
half, down I dropped, and went to creeping, for fear my
intended prey might discover me ; and once seen, all hope
of getting him would be lost.

Here let me remark, that one of those gentle, genial
showers—which occasionally visit Texas in winter, some-
times beginning and ending with it—although of but ten
days’ duration, had drenched the prairie, and left a stand-
ing coat and covering of water, from one to two feet in
depth.

Under these circumstances, the reader will perhaps
appreciate the true delight I must have experienced in
creeping upon hands—or on one hand, the other of neces-
sity sustaining my gun above the water—and knees,
through half a mile of sharp, high grass, and particularly
cool water.

When I had, not perambulated, but genuflected over
what I snpposed to be a sufficient distance, I raised my
head carefully, and looked around me. No deer was to
be seen. At length, within fifteen feet of me, I spied a
pair of ears, just visible above the grass; there lay my
game.

“ But stop,” thought I, “may it not be & mule? I had
better make sure, before I put my foot in it!”

I stood up, and although nothing but the ears and a
small bit of the head was visible, I was satisfied that my
“dear” friend, for whom I had been wading and crawling
for a mortal hour, was before me. Down I sat, shook out
my priming, wiped the frizen, then up again, and taking a
long, deliberate aim, touched the hair trigger, and—the
gun missed fire. Before the deer could have seen me—if
the noise should have awakened him—down I dropped
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again, and this time removed my flint, and put in a fresh
one, then, standing up, repeated my attempt, with no better
snecess.

Again I took out the flint, rubbed the frizen, seratched
its face, reprimed, and taking aim, again my gun missed
fire.

The deer, who had been disturbed by the second snap,
at the third jumped as if she had been hit, and started off
at top speed ; but bleating arrested her progress, and she
turned and looked me full in the face, while I had time to
take a fair aim, and—iniss fire again!

Oh Job! thou Prince of Patience, who refused to boil
over with rage, although covered over with boils and bad-
gered with friends, hadst thou been in my stead, and had
swearing been then invented, methinks thou wouldst have
given thy tongue and temper a holiday.

‘What made the matter infinitely more annoying was,
that when the deer was entirely out of shot, the gun which
I had been snapping, finally consented to go off.

Tad there been a tree near, that gun had never played
me another trick.



CHAPTER XVIIIL
A NIGHT IN A SHINGLE PALACE.

THE weary month drew at last to an end ; the time and
the men came, and I took my departure from the settle-
ment of my primitive and kind-hearted friends. The
prairies were covered with water ; every marais overflow-
ing, and each river, bayou, and branch, not content with
its own bank-fulness of the element, must needs throw
out aqueous colonies in every direction, and inundate
all the bottom lands. Some streams were miles in
width.

Had it not been for the inexhaustible good-humor of
Uncle Billy, our long ride would have been quite as dry
in one sense, as it was wet, in another. The Colonel was
undeniably in a bad humor, and with some cause for it.
Some time after the expulsion of the Mexicans from the
country, a board of travelling commissioners was appointed
to examine the claims of all landed proprietors; to con-
firm the titles of all good citizens, and of those who, if
absent, had furnished aid in proportion to their property ;
and also to deprive of their Jand all who might have
favored the enemy in any manner, or refused their assist-
ance to the popular cause. About the time that this board
was organized, Colonel Ting was obliged to be absent,
and to spend some months in Alabama. :

Having fought bravely through the war, and even
recruited and taken to the country a company of infantry,

8*
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there could be but little danger of his being accused of 2
incivisme ; but he had dipped largely in land speculation.
Many of his surveys were very valuable, some as yet
imperfect in title, and he well knew they were looked
upon with covetous eyes by men in office and in power.
Under these eircumstances he deemed it advisable to have
a portion of his interest represented by some one who
would be in the country at the time the “travelling
board” should investigate his claims. He chose a man
who had been one of his surveying party, had served dur-
ing the war under him, and was then in his employ, and
promising him a very liberal reward if he conducted the
business properly, intrusted him with papers of great
value, upon the proper management of which depended
many a fat tract of land.

The agent—whose name, by the way, was IIorsely—
improved the opportunity, let his employer’s case go by
default, and was rewarded for his rascality by a large
sliee of the very spoil, and money enough to set him up in
business.

The postal arrangements between Texas and the mother
country were then somewhat imperfect, and before any of
Ting’s friends could send him a word of warning, the mis-
chief was done.

Ting returned as soon as possible, consulted the shrewd-
est lawyers in the republic, and wherever it was possible
the disputed lands were taken absolute possession of by
his agents, who commenced improvements upon them. It
was soon discovered that Horsely had not given up the
papers, which were now of the greatest value, as upon
their production or destruction probably depended the
igsue of all the suits, The traitor apparently medifated

B —.
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a double treachery. He took care to keep very far out
of the Colonel’s way, but at last was brought to something
like terms by one of his counsel.

According to his own story, Horsely was very innocent
indeed. He said that he had done all in his power fo pro-
tect the rights of Colonel Ting, but had been outgeneralled,
and th&t the best that he could do was to come to temporize
with the enemy. He had received about two leagues of
land, and two thousand dollars, but had yet the possession
of the papers, which he had pretended to the adverse
party were destroyed. At the time, they were considered
to be of but little value, but recent trialg proved the con-
trary to be the case, and now he was ready to resign them,
and assist the Colonel in regaining his land, provided he
should be properly compensated for his great trouble,
fatigue, and expense. His share of the spoils, he only
deemed as part payment of his just claim, and modestly
asked to be secured in the possession of it, and also for
five thousand dollars more, or a mortgage upon the lands
for that amount, if the Colonel should win his suits
through his assistance.

The Colonel refused any compromise, and sent him
word that if he considered his life of the leagt value, he
must keep out of the reach of his—the Colonel’s—rifle.
Ting further informed him that he would not hunt him
down, unless he should appear as a witness in the case for
the adverse party, or should destroy the papers; but if
either of these things occurred, he would not rest day or
night until he was revenged.

Lately, the Colonel's lawyers had ascertained that
Horsely was connected with a gang of thieves and des-
peradoes—an offshoot of the well known “ Murrell clan”
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—who had escaped to Texas, and while ostensibly follow-
ing honest trades and professions, were in reality engaged
in any villany that came readily to hand.

As the citizens of one of the eastern counties were
abont taking up the matter, with the intention of ridding
their borders of them, it was thought that some d1scoverxes
might be made during the seeret but thorough systcm of
investigation that had been adopted, which might impli-
cate Horsely in such a manner that legal or popular jus-
tice would lay claim to him, and in that case doubtless
many things would come to light, of benefit to the Colonel
and his claims.

A suit of very great’importance had in consequence
been put off from term to term, until heavy costs had
accrued, and it was feared that it must go to trial at the
approaching spring term of the court at Malden.

Upon the decision in this case depended several others,
and as the lawyers predicted a defeat unless further delay
could be interposed, it was no wonder that the Colonel’s
humor was of the sourest. Immersed in his own plans
and thoughts, he kept some distance ahead of Mr. Roberts
and myself, and scarcely exchanged a word with us during
our first day’s journey.

Far different was it with “Uncle Billy;” his good
humor flowed on in an unceasing.stream of fun, stories,
and droll remarks, whenever the path—such as it was—
would admit of us travelling side by side.

A weary day’s journey we had of it; the water upon
the prairies often being mid-leg deep to our horses, the
gullies mostly in fine swimming condition, with “head”
enough to carry half a dozen saw mills, and the “marais”
soft enough to “bog a blanket,” as Uncle Billy expressed
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it. We had followed the prairie trail all day, had seen
but two houses, and those miles away upon the edge of the
“timber,” and night was fast drawing on, when immediately
before us arose a heavy line of forest, which told of our
near approach to the upper crossing of the San Jacinto,
and also promised us three good miles of heavy travelling
in rich “bottom ” mud this side of the river; and eight
more quite as bad upon the other.

The Colonel, whose impatient spirit had carried him far
ahead of us, halted as he reached the timber, evidently
with the intention of calling a council of war.

“T tell you what,” said he, when we rode up, “before we
get to the river, it will be as dark as my boy Tom, and
it’s all nonsense to think of going any further than the
ferry. Shall we camp down here on the driest spot we
can find, or go on and stop at Jenks’s cabin ?”

“I'm for Jenkses,” replied Uncle Billy ; “the woman’s
got a long tongue, and one that can’tbe beat for a quarter
not easy, I reckon ; but I'm for a dry &bot for my blanket
and a good supper ; these we'll find, you may swar to it,
fer the critter’s some punkins at a fryin’-pan, I can tell
you’n :

“Well, then, we'll tie up at the ferry-house,” said the
Colonel, and off he rode.

“Hello, Cunnle,” shouted Uncle Billy ; “when you get
thar, you needn’t holler fer ’em to call off the dogs, for
they-don’t keep none.” 3

“No dogs?” inquired I ; “ that’s strange. Why not 2”

“’Cause dogs eat meat, and the madam goes in fer savin’
it,” was Uncle Billy’s reply. -

An hour’s slow crawling through the soft black mud
brought us to our destined haven, and I saw before me a
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small clearing, and as good an imitation of a Down-East
shingle palace as the patriotic Yankees had been able to
erect in the wilderness. It was a very long, very low,
and a very narrow building, covered—sides, ends, and
roof—with rude shingles. It also boasted of two doors,
and about a dozen windows, perhaps two feet square.
Altogether it was a great curiosity for Texas. The win-
dows had small sash—evidently once the property of some
unfortunate steamboat, and probably purchased at Gal-
veston for a trifle—without any panes of glass, but
in their places were to be seen the usual display of
hats, bonnets, rags, and an occasional square of oiled
paper. ‘

The family who inhabited this distinguished mansion
consisted of two brothers, the wife of the elder, and quite
a number of tow-headed boys. The men were shrewd,
industrions, and managing Yaukees. They came there
with little or nothing, bought a piece of valuable land on
credit and for a sng, made shingles, which they rafted
down the river, and shipped to Galveston, did stray jobs
of carpenter’s work, rough cabinet-work, and even wagon-
making, for any of thcir neighbors within thirty miles,
took any kind of pay, kept a ferry and a kind of roadside
inn, and were in a fair way of becoming quite indepen-
dent. P ¢

‘We were warmly welcomed, our horses well cared for,
and very soon a capital supper was smoking upon the
table. As soon as the meal was fairly discussed—and
that was no light matter—the inevitable pipes were pro-
duced and set in motion, and the Colonel determined that
Uncle Billy’s tongue should follow their example, not for
our amusement alone, but to check, if possible, the deluge
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of inquiries that poured in a ceaseless and resistless stream
from the lips of our fair hostess.

“T think, Uncle Billy,” commenced the Colonel, ¢ that
although you take our legal troubles so good-humoredly,
this being in the law does not quite suit you. Don’t you
think we should get along just as well without law or
lawyers ?” '

“Well, now, Cunnle,” replied Uncle Billy, hitching up
his chair, and evidently setting in for a long yarn—* well,
now, Cunnle, I'm rayther jubous about it. 'Thar’s some
men—itho’ I ain’t one of ’em—who hev a mighty likin’ fer
bein’ allers in the lor; they ain’t never satisfied tell
they’re fitin’ and quarrellin’, accordin’ to the ax of Con-
gress, in such cases made and provided. Arter all, I
reckon the lor’s of some use, fer it gives a livin’ to them
lawyer chaps, and ef they couldn’t get it so, I'm rayther
afearéd they're too smart and too lazy a set to make the
best sorter citizens.

“ An old planter onst said to me, when he met me inside
of one of them preambulating circuses and merry-jer-
ries :—

“¢T ain’t here ’cause I've any pretickeler likin’ fur
these things, but, ye see, these chaps is bound to get a
livin’, and ye know they wont work, so I allow it’s
rayther the cheapest way fer us to give ’em a dollar
apiece now and then, than to hev 'em help theyselves.’

“What a time thar is tho’ in a county town when the
court’s a settin’.  All the rogues is thar fer some reason
or nother—some ’cause they're sent fer, and has to come ;
some to swar to owdacious lies, to clar thar friends; some
to stock a jury, and a pile to ‘spread the tiger’ and play
poker. Thar’s more mischief, and gamblin’, and drinkin’

-
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a goin’ on while the court’s a holdin’, than in a hull year
besides.

“TI've scen some funny things at these gatherins. I
remember a young lawyer’s comin’ to Opelousas, to set up,
Jjust as court was commin’ on. He hung his shingle out
to let people know he wer up fur all the courts, although
he expected to do the reglar quantity of starvin’, which
the young ones has to go through with ; and so he wer
quite took aback when a lanky,” slab-sided, squint-eyed
lookin’ critter walked into the office, without knockin’ and
opened with—

‘“* Hallo, stranger, how'dy ?  You're one of them lawyer
fellers, I reckon, ain’t you?

“¢Why, yes, sir, that’s my perfeshion ; happy to do any-
thing iz my line for yourself or friends.’

“¢Yes, sir-ee; that's what I calkelated; you see,
Squire, I've got into a right smart differkilty, and mé and
my friends has been havin’ a talk about it. We allowed
our old pack of lawyers warn’t worth shuks, and as we'd
hearn tell of a stranger jest havin’ arrove, we reckoned I'd
best gin him a try.

“¢Much obliged, sir; being a new comer, I have nothin’
else on my hands, and kin give my hull time to your bis-
ness.’

““Well, stranger, all I want you to do is to make
a speech fur me half an hour long, and here’s a ‘fifty.
AN T want is the speech, and don’t disremember it must
last half an hour, and nothin’ shorter.’

“¢Really, sir, you're very liberal, very liberal, indeed ;
but what is the case ?’

#¢ Oh, nuthin pertikeler, ondly I happen to kill one of
my own beeves, that some thievin critter had sot his
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brand on afore it was a yearlin’. You don’t want no
items nor witnesses nither, ondly you be to court to-mor-
row mornin’ at nine. Good day.’

“This was all our lawyer got out of the chap—thmwh
bein’ his first case, he was mighty anxious to know all
about it, so that he could do sumthin’ uncommon smart in
the defence.

“He looked on the fifty as a sorter godsend ; and as
he’d hern tell of Old Nick’s lookin’ like an angel of light,
he didn't know why wisey wersey moughtn’t be the case,
and that this chap might be a gardeen angel in a awful
ugly war paine Howsumever, next mornin’ to the court-
house he went, and sure enuff thar war his hansum cus-
tomer ; his case came on too, and a sweet one it war.
The lawyer soon see it ’twarn’t no manner of use tryin’
to clar him, so he turned round to his man, handed
him the fifty, and told him he couldn’t do him no good.

“‘No you don’t, says the beauty, ‘no you don’t. I
hired you a purpose to lumber away for me, 80 now jest
get up and lumber !’

“Seein’ he couldn’t help it, up jumped the lawyer, and
begun; he went pretty much all over creation, and talked
about mighty nigh everything, except the case, as he
rayther reckoned the less said about it the better, and
when he got done, wer entirely stumped up to hear the
Jury bring in ‘Not guilty’ without even leaving their box ;
but this wonderment didn’t last long, fur when he and his
friend went out ‘to wood up,” he asked him how on earth
the jury could clar him ?

““Why, says the chap, ‘eleven of them fellers has
been indited fur cow-stealin’, and t’other will be, afore
court’s over. I knew they wouldn’t fasten me, but I



© 186 A NIGHT IN A SHINGLE PALACE.

had to get some one to make a show, and so I settled,
on you; and, to tell you the truth, I wer a leetle afeared
the old ones that know ’d me, Wouldn’t hev nothin’ to do
with it.’

“But these sort of chaps don’t allers get off so eheap,
’speeially if they haven’t got a pocketful of roeks to pay
all hands. I wer travellin’ onee, and met a man I hadn’t
seen for a long time.

“‘Hello !’ says I, ‘ Bill, whar hev you been this eoon’s
age?

“¢Why,” says he, ‘Mr. Roberts, I'll tell yer jest how
it happened. I went out one day to kil a beef, and
afore I'd fairly got the eritter skinned, up rode a man
that elaimed the brand. I told him it wer all a mis-
take, and that I wouldn’t hev killed it ef I'd a knowed
he wer so nigh ; but this only made him madder yet, and
8o afore long the sheriff called on me, and told me I wer
wanted very pertieuler up to eourt. Well, I didn’t like
to disoblige, and so I went along with him; and when °
we got thar, they made me set down, and pretty soon
a feller got up and begin to talk about me in a way
that warn’t flatterin’ to my feelins at all. He seemed to
hev took a prejudice agin me. After he'd done, the old
chap that sot on a high bench had his say, and, dern
him, he’d got a prejudice agin me too. When he'd got
through, the jury had their turn, and hang my pictur,
Mr. Roberts, ef they hadn’t got a prejudice agin me!

“¢Arter they’d all done, the sheriff and me went out
into a sorter yard whar there wer a big tree, and I tell
yer, Mr. Roberts, ef we didn’t hev a hot time of it fur
a few minits.

“‘ Now, Squire, who’d hev looked fur such treatment in
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a neck of the woods, whar no man ever eats his own beef
unless he eats at a neighbor’s? I thought it might hurt
their feclins to see me agin, and so I wer took with a
leavin’ the same night. Ef you're likely to stay about
here, I’d leetle rayther youd say nothin’ about it, as
I wouldn’t like to hev the folks I was raised among git a
bad name.””



CHAPTER XIX.
FEVER AND PHYSIC.

ON the next morning we arose with the dawn, and—vwhile
our horses were getting their breakfast, and the good lady
of the house preparing ours—proceeded to the river bank,
to see what were the prospects of crossing the stream.
The river is here confined between high banks, and
although wide enough to be forded with perfect safety
at the ordinary stage of water, was now running almost
bank full, and evidently impassable. On the preceding
day it had fallen several feet, and the ferrymen spoke
quite favorably of our anticipated passage, but there had
been a change of affairs, and it was evident that not only
both forks of the San Jacinto, but also the lower tribu-
taries, Cypress and Spring Creeks, must have lately
received very large accessions to their currents.

This was annoying in the extreme, as the next ferry
below was now certainly impraecticable, for there the
water was out upon & very extended visit to the bottom
lands.

No route therefore remained for us but the lower ferry,
and we must perforce ride twenty miles down the prairie
to Lynchburg, then cross the main San Jacinto—or more
correctly the head of the bay—and take the bayou road
to Houston, which would give us a ride of fifty miles
in the place of thirty, and a probable opportunity of
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swimming Vince’s, Simm’s, and Bray’s bayous—if we
could. o

Our horses were luckily in fine condition, and before
sunrise we were under way. Abandoning the slight trail
that led down prairie, we kept near the timber, and upon
higher and drier ground.

By 10 o’clock the river was’ crossed, and we were rid-
ing slowly along the edge, of the celebrated battle-field of
San Jacinto, the discussion of which I shall reserve for an
after chapter.

Immediately opposite us, however, and upon the other
side of the bayou, stood a pretty cottage, which is quite
worthy of notice. It was once the residence of Lorenzo
de Lavalla, and was then occupied by his widow. Lavalla
was a Mexican of superior abilities, wealth, and distin-
guished position. His contempt for the stolid ignorance
and disgraceful pusillanimity of his own people was only
equalled by his admiration of the Americans; and when
Santa Anna was opposed in his attempt at a military
dictatorship, by Texas alone, Lavalla abandoned his
estates and his people, and joined the Texans. He was
elected the first Vice-President of the new Republic.
His marriage with the lady who then occupied the cot-
tage in question was romantic in the extreme.

Many years since he had been sent upon a foreign mis-
sion, and, upon his return, travelled over the United
States, stopping some time at New York. His hotel was
near the Battery, and he was in the habit of walking
there every morning before breakfast. A young and
very pretty American girl whom he met often, with two
children under her charge, attracted his attention, and
interested him so deeply, that, after ascertaining her cha-



o
190 FEVER AND PHYSIC.

racter to be unexceptionable, and her modesty equal to
her breauty, he raised her from her menial condition,
placed her at school, gave her an accomplished education,
and then married her.

As our day’s journey was anything but romantic, it
affords me much pleasure to have fallen in with this cot-
tage just in the very nick of time, and thus add a grain
of salt to a very vapid chapter.

Just about noon a heavy cloud, that had been hanging
like a huge blanket over us, suddenly “let go all,” and
down it came upon our devoted heads. There was no
rain about it. The waterfall did not last three minutes,
but in that space of time we should—if it had been possi-
ble—have been soaked through twenty times. I certainly
have never received so unpremeditated a ducking before -
or since,

As soon as the cloud had suspended payment, out came
the sun, evidently in a rage at the unfair advantage that
had been taken of his absence, and blazed away at such a
rate that we were dried about as suddenly as we had been
wetted. I felt a little qualmish, and had a mild headache
and a slight chill, very soon after. These, at the time,
did not amount to much, but a subsequent succession of
headaches that were not mild, and chills that were any-
thing but slight, caused me to remember that day’s work
for some time—in fact, as the reader will perceive, I have
not forgotten it yet.

But why relate all the désagrémens of the day? Why
tell how we splashed about on the prairie, or flounderec
in the “ timber ?” how we waded through extempore seas
and swam streams that in ordinary times could not hawi
afforded water enough to have given our horses a fait
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drink? Why tell how, when the day had departed, we
barked ourselves against the trees, or how the dogs
barked at us as at midnight we slowly ploughed our way
through the mortar, that is supposed in Houston to repre-
sent the street pavement?

To judge from my early impressions, thus obtained, I
should say that the city is quite a soft place, although many
persons assert that it is a hard one.

We reined up—it was raining down then, by the way—
at the “ Old Capitol ;” a commodious and sightly building,
once occupied by the legislative wisdom of the nation,
when in Congress assembled, but then converted into an
excellent hotel, having been leased for that purpose by the
proprietress, one of the most amiable, energetic, and intel-
ligent women that I have ever known.

Houston, at the time of which I write, had just achieved
the victory over Galveston, at least as far as business was
concerned. Of the appearance of the thriving,*bustling
town, the least said the better, for a more forlorn-looking
place, considering its pretensions, it has never been my
fortune to visit, while its rival, on the contrary, is perhaps
the most beautiful city, of its size, in the South. !

On the morning succeeding our arrival, our horses
exhibited unequivocal signs of overwork; in fact, they
were completely used up, and, as my companions had some
business to transact in town, we remained there all day—
time enough for me to pick up two new jokes, at which
everybody was laughing.

The great “ Sam”—the “ Chief,” as he was often called
—had lately been there, and being quite out of humor at
something that one of his particular friends—Major E.—
had said or done, he—the said “ Sam "—took the liberty
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of calling him—the said Major—all the names in ‘the
calendar, behind his back.

As the little Major was extremely popular, and the
great General quite the réverse, the opprobrious terms
used by the latter soon reached the former’s ears.

At first, he would not credit the report, but being
finally convineed of its authenticity, set forth in quest
of his calumniator, intent upon explanation or revenge.
The General, however, was not to be found ; probably he
had an inkling of what was on foot, and kept himself
perdé until the time came for the steamer to leave for Gal-
veston, and upon her he took passage.

A few moments before she started, however, the Major,
having a hint of the General’s whereabouts, bhoarded
the boat, and finding his customer holding forth in the
cabin to a circle of admiring friends, boarded him also,
with—

“ Gereral H., I am told you have abused me seandal-
ously, and said ‘so and so’ about me. Is this true or not ?”

The General looked upon the crowd around them, and
seeing several who had heard his expressions, made up his
mind that denial was in vain,and in a melancholy tone of
voice replied to his querist :—

“Wkhy, Billy, I always thought you were a friend of
mine ”

“So I have been,” answered Billy ; “but I allow no man
to abuse me.”

“T.should like to know, sir,” thundered out the General,
“if a man can’t abuse his friends, who the d——1 he can
abuse ?”

Billy was forced to join in the universal laugh, and so
the matter ended.
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At the time of which I write—and I sincerely hope it
may be so now—among the men of mark in Houston
was a certain stable-keeper and mail-contractor, named
F.—one of the most jovial of human kind, and an invete-
rate practical joker.

As he had often taken off other persons, the “ conges-
tive fever,” being probably in a jesting mood, took it in
its head to take Aim off also; in fact, carried the joke
almost as far as the graveyard, and would doubtless have
completed it but for the active interference of the medical
faculty. It was a “mneck-and-neck” heat, between the dis-
ease and the diseased, until they rounded the last stretch
and approached the distance pole, when an excellent con-
stitution and a determined will, lifted the patient’s head,
and enabled him to win by a hand’s breadth.

During bis long illness, T. thought often and sadly of
the dulness of the town, deprived of his exhilarating fun
for so long a time ; he lamented sincerely the impossibility
of carrying into effect the countless admirable jests that
his fever-heated brain engendered, but finally determined
to make amends by concentrating his powers upon one
monster joke, to be perpetrated as soon as he might again
be fairly upon his own legs, and out of the doctor’s
hands.

At last T. was able to mount his horse again, and on a
very sultry day he took it in his head that a ride up the
bayou Svould materially benefit his health.

A short time previous to this excursion, the attempted
robbery of a house of rather ill-repute, not far from Hous-
ton, had caused no little excitement in town. A woman
had fired from a window upon the robbers, who immedi-
ately fled—one of them at least badly wounded. Many

9
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efforts were made to discover the ruffians, but without
success, and after being for three days the town's talk,
some newer wonder banished the affair from the minds of
all, except perhaps that of the woman who fired the shot,
and of the man who received lead when he expected gold.
Here was a theme for a joker, and he determined to
improve it.

About ten o’clock, he came dashing back through the
main street, the mud flying from his horse’s hoofs in every
direction, rode up to the office of the coroner, and pre-
sented himself to that gentleman with a face of extraordi-
nary longitude, and a very shocking story indeed. In the
bayou, entangled among some brush, he had seen the body
of a man, who had evidently died a violent death, and
was, beyond doubt, the remains of the above mentioned
robber.

As the bayou was then running very swiftly, it was
necessary that the coroner should make haste, for fear the
body might be floated off, and earried down stream, and
while the officer was preparing for his excursion, T. volun-
teered to select and summon a jury. :

Among the Houston merchants, there were quite a num-
ber of short dumpy men, of wnusual abdominal and funda-
mental development, and so nearly of a size and age were
they, that the appearance of three or four of them toge-
ther was truly ludicrous. From this comfortable-looking
set T. selected his jury ; and as he and the coroner were
precisely of the same pattern, the whole array looked as
much alike as peas from the same pod. In all his hurry
and running about to find the right men, T. had not
neglected to inform his friends and the public generally,
that exactly at twelve a sight would be seen in the main
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street that would be worth riding a dozen miles to behold,
and precisely as the clock tolled the hour, fourteen pecu-
liarly pinguid individuals—guide, coroner, and the twelve
Jjurymen—were plainly visible marching along in “Indian
file” on foot, and picking their way through the mud
in the middle of the street, each man armed with a huge
bandanna, wiping off the fast gathering drops from a
countenance whose lugubrious expression contrasted sin-
gularly enough with a funny rolling gait, and a jolly
rotundity of person. T.led them up the bayou, inspect-
ing it every few minutes, but unable to find the spot
or the body, until they had travelled some three miles,
and then, declaring that the accomplice of the man must
have found and concealed him, back he led them again.

As weary, draggled, dispirited, and almost melted, they
tramped through the street on their return, a prolonged
shout from at least one half of the citizens, who had assem-
bled to see the spectacle, greeted them. It was understood
not to be the thing to take offence at anything T. said or
did, and so they did not take his hide 'off, but went peace-
ably to their several homes, covered with mud, if not with
glory.

As for the immortal joker himself, besides the meed of
an approving conscience, and the general roar of the com-
munity, he was rewarded that very night with a relapse,
and ran quite as narrow a chance for his life as he did
before.

This strange procession is known to this day as T.s
parade. ‘

But to resume my own story. After a day’s delay at
Houston, we again set forth for Malden, and the third
sunset beheld us crossing a little gem of a prairie, while
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immediately before us arose a beautiful wooded slope.
Turning a short corner in the road, and passing a thick
cluster of trees, we came, very unexpectedly to me, plump
upon the important town of Malden.

At the end of the street stood, first, two shingle-covered
edifices, facing each other, the one perhaps twelve feet
square, and the other ten feet by twenty, the one a “ con-
fectionery "—* confectionery ” means whiskey in Texas—
the other a “general store;” then on alternate sides again
two small log-pens—the one a lawyer’s office, the other
another “confectionery ” or “ grocery ;” then on the left a
little box of a frame-house—this was the jeweller’s shop,
where the gold-headed canes, that all Southerrers, young
and old, delight to carry, were manufactured ; further on,
another general store, and staring this right in the face,
yet another. Then came the town-pump, and the county
clerk’s office, and on the other side, the court-house itself
and the district-clerk’s office. All of these buildings were
of a dull slate color, that told of age and exposure,
except the first and last store, on which the new pine clap-
boards glistened quite brilliantly.

A road crossed the main street, separating the legal
buildings from the others, and upon it at some distance
were two rambling hotels, one story each, and a black-
smith’s shop, while on a back road, or “street,” as they
called it, stood two very comfortable dwelling-houses.
These completed the “ town,” and the town, exactly as it
stood, was a very fair sample of all the county towns that
I have seen in Texas, except perhaps that it presented a
rather more imposing appearance than the majority.

‘We were now in the cotton region, where goods were
sold at extravagant prices on long credit, and the * groce-
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ries ” disposed of their liquids at a “ picayune ”"—the cor-
rect orthography is “ picallion”—a glass, for cash down,
and a bit (just double) for credit. I am happy to inform
all advocates for the credit system that ninety-nine glasses
out of each hundred were charged, not only with liquor,
but also with the pen.

Having some time after, an opportunity of inspecting
one of the journals—true “double” entry—I was very
much struck with the original mode in which the young
gentleman who was “clerking it” in the establishment,
managed his spelling, as for example :—

Mooy, Genewerre 1, 184¥%,

Kunie Rops:—
1Gog of Wiske . . . . . 8200
1 Dec Keerds . . . . . 7 1 00

§3 00

‘Whether Colonel Rhoads ever paid three dollars for
his jug of whiskey and deck (pack) of cards, I could not
find out.

After examining some records, and giving me minute
instructions as to my business, my friend, the Colonel,
departed for Montgomery, in quest of an all important
witness, and soon after, Mr. Roberts, after having told I
know not how many of his peculiar stories, left also.
The slight chill that I had experienced on the day of
my sudden ducking, returned on every succeeding one
with increased violence, and at the end of a week, I
found myself fairly in for a sharp attack of fever. Calo-
mel, rhubarb, senna, castor-oil combined with spirits of
turpentine, Cook’s pills, quinine, and sundry other such
dainties, were liberally administered. I was a most
intractable patient; the moment that the violence of
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the fever commenced to abate, up would I jump, bathe
head, breast, wrists, and ankles with cold water, and
then—my little strength being exhausted—down would
I drop again, pull out a book from beneath my pillow,
and read as well as I could.

When the shades began to lengthen, I had my horse
brought up, and, being placed upon his back, walked him
a mile or so. The Doctor remonstrated, and my kind
landlady scolded, but I persisted.

At last, my fever was broken, and on the third day
after, off went I “a fishing.” I returned with a violent
pain across my forehead, that almost drove me mad.

This recurred again on the next day, at the same hour
that the fever had been accustomed to call. Quinine was
again administered, and the enemy again routed, but only
routed to return again in a new form.

Its next appearance was in a line running through tem-
ple, ear, and jaw, and when once more driven from the
field, it yet returned to the charge for the fourth time, and
made a violent assault upon the back of my head. I con-
quered this at last, and now thought my troubles over.
Mistaken mortal ; they had but commenced. All that I
had suffered was but the overture to the fever-and-ague,
which now set in in due form. For two months I rang
the changes upon opium, morphine, quinine, laudanum, cin-
chona, myrtle-tea, red-pepper, cold-baths, hard riding dur-
ing the chill; chopping wood ditto ditto, strong coffee,
brandy, and port wine.

At last, giving up all hope of any permanent relief from
the doetors, I commenced experimenting upon myself, and
at last effected a cure, although it came very near finishing
patient and disease at one blow.
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‘When I was able to get about, I had my hands full.
The term of the court was near at hand, Roberts sick at
home, the Colonel off in the West in search of a man who
had joined the party in pursuit of Gen. Wool’s (the Mexi-
can) army that last fall invaded the country as far as San
Antone; our leading counsel, who should have been in
Malden ere this, did not appear, and at last, in despair of
seeing him, I despatched a messenger for Judge Ovmsby,
a distinguished lawyer of Eastern Texas, who, I had heard,
was attending the court in the next county.

A week rolled by ; my messenger did not return, the
Judge had not replied in any way ; the Saturday before
the term came and went, but no lawyer ; the Sunday was
almost enrolled among the things that were, and the sun
was just disappearing behind the old woods, when, to my
great delight, up rode the Judge.

On Monday commenced the term ; but this saturnalia
of the backwoods must have a new pen and a new chapter.



CHAPTER XX.

TERM-TIME IN THE BACKWOODS, AND A MESTANG COURT.

Lawyers, scenting prey afar,-

Hasten to the scene of war;

Gamblers, parsons, culprits, clients,

Fat men, lean men, dwarfs, and giants ;
Buckskin shirts and broadcloth coats ;
Bare feet, moccasins, and boots ;

Dress of every, and no fashion ;

Men from all pa¥ts of creation,

Until the town is all alive,

And swarming, seems a human hive.

Ir any one would see the backwoods’ character in perfec-
tion, let him visit some frontier county town during
“court week.” "One may ride through and through a
thickly-settled county, from north to south, and from east
to west, until he delusively imagines he has seen every
face in it, and that he can count the settlers. But let him
be in “town ” on the first day of court, and he will soon
find how much deceived he has been with regard to the
population. He will see them pouring in from every
imaginable direction, by every possible road, and some
that appear decidedly impossible; wagon roads, main
roads, “cow trails,” and “blazes,” all alive, and with a
truly heterogencous mass. The lawyers from the other
counties, who, scenting the spoil afar off, have just drop-
ped in for their share ; district attorneys and state attor-
neys, judges and jurymen, criminals and witnesses, par-
sons and gamblers, horsejockeys and hard-fisted planters ;
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peripatetic pie and gingerbread venders, who come with
the intent of establishing an extemporaneous hotel, spread-
ing their table under the trees, and cooking their “chicken
fixin’s,” al fresco—all swell the throng, and fill up the
“town,” even to overflowing.

For the time being, not only every house in the village
is filled, but the country for miles around is laid under
contribution to provide the crowd with food and shelter.

During the day the streets resemble the purlieus of a
bee-hive, when something unusual has excited its noisy lit-
tle inmates; but at night they are again emptied, the
lawyers herding together for a frolic, a game of poker, or
to ponder over some knotty point ; the jovial gentry, who
came for the fun of it, either gone home, or far past going
anywhere, and everything quiet except at the “ groceries,”
which are usually filled with a jolly set, imbibing “old
corn,” or indulging in a little “ faro” in the back room.

The dress of the dramatis persone differs as widely as
the persons. Here is a gentleman in broadeloth, with his
invariable accompaniment, the gold-hcaded cane, taking a
friendly drink with that rough-looking customer in the
buckskin hunting shirt, or perhaps unprovided with the
latter article.

There comes a fellow, whooping and yelling down the
street on a scrub of a mestang. * Captain Whiskey ” has
taken him in charge certainly ; but see, he stops, jumps
from his horse, and salutes that grave and quiet-looking
gentleman, who might pass for a judge or a clergyman,
with a slap on the back, and—*Hello, old hoss, whar hev
you been this coon’s age ?” and they go in to “wood up.”

The people seem to look upoan law as a species of amuse-
ment, and to regard “ court week” in something of the

9'
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light that the Down-Easter does the “ General Training.”
The most petty cases, even in the Justice’s Court, are
ushered in with a formality, and conducted with an
earnestness which is but little in keeping with the amount
at stake. Some years sinece a very sensible and worthy
Yankee—a physician—having been elected “ Justice,” was,
in a few days after he had been properly qualified for the
office, called upon to decide in a weighty matter, probably
involving the value of five dollars. At nine in the morn-
ing the Doctor made his appearance, and shortly after the
rival attorneys followed suit, each loaded down with
books, as if they were about to engage in some such
momentous affair as the suit of Mrs. Gaines, or the heirs
of Anike Jans. A

“ For heaven’s sake, gentlemen,” exclaimed the alarmed
magistrate, “ you do not expect to read them through to
me! If you do, I shall tell you once for all, that I am
appointed, not to judge of niee points of law, but to give
my decisions aceording to the simple dictates of justice
and common sense; and if you do not like that, you can
take your case out of my shop, and carry it up.”

To work, the opposing counsel went, and despite the
deprecatory prayer of the aflicted magistrate, read page
after page, hurled point after point, precedent after prece-
dent, Coke upon Littleton, and Littleton upon somebody
else, on his devoted head ; until, perfectly bewildered, he
allowed them to have their own way.

As usual, the “ eourt ” adjourned for dinner ; and after
dinner, at it they went again until dark, and the case was
then put over until the morrow. After the adjournment,
and before leaving the house, Dr. turned to Mr. —,
the longer-winded of the two pettifoggers, and said :—
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“Mr. —— I have heard you with patience, and have
wasted one entire day about this trifling case. If your
time is worth nothing, mine is, and I shall come here to-
morrow at nine io give you my decision. If you can pos-
sibly have any more to say, you must say it within one
hour after my arrival, or you can settle the affair between
yourselves, as you best may.”

Mr. assured the Doctor that he would conclude in
a few words, and they parted for the night.

At the appointed time the Doctor arrived on horseback,
hitched his horse, went in, took his seat, and, as he did so,
pulled out his watch and laid it upon the table before -
him.

The case re-commenced, and again went on with
his interminable argument. After listening for an hour,
the Doctor very quietly put his watch in his pocket, left
the room, mounted his horse, and rode off upon his busi-
ness, leaving Mr. continuing his harangue, and sup-
posing the Doctor’s absence would be but temporary. How
long he continued I know not, but it was long a standing
joke against him ; and it is said the Doctor was bored
with no more tedious trials.

To the town, where—for the time being—the district
court is in session, flock all the petty gamblers of the
adjoining county. As a general thing, they are men of
very small capital indeed. In fact, of the dozen or more
of these ¢ chevaliers d'industrie,” who are always to be
found upon such occasions, it is very seldom that more
than one of them possesses enough of the res pecunie to
commence business, with a very moderate Faro Bank.
Around the bank, when opened, the remainder of the
gang cling, until a run of luck shall have made some one
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of them master of the funds, and broken the pro tem.
banker. ?

The then holder of their very circulating medium, now
commences business himself, and continues until tripped
up in the same manner as his predecessor, and the game
continues to be played day after day, and week after
week, reminding one—for all the world—of a flock of
hens pursuing the fortunate finder of a kernel of corn,
chasing her until she drops it; and then—the loser join-
ing with her compeers in the chase—all hands start after
the finder, until the disputed article is usually lost;
whereas, had they all attended to their legitimate busi-
ness, each might have found a kernel of her own.

The “ picayune gambler,” as he is there called, usually
owns a horse and rigging, and a floating capital of from
fifty cents to one hundred dollars. The horse is his last
resource, and only staked when affairs become desperate
indeed ; when lost, the quondam owner is said to be flat
broke or flat footed, and must beg, borrow, or steal, for a
stake.

As they never work, and are always hanging about the
taverns and groceries, it is rather astonishing how they
contrive to subsist ; but subsist they do, and as each clique
about every little town seems to have just a certain
amount of money, I imagine that stray pigeons are
found in sufficient numbers, from time to time, whose
plucking serves to keep their expenses from eating up
their capital.

The quiet inhabitants do not dare to interfere with the
clan openly, but on the contrary, prefer keeping up some
pretence of good fellowship with them ; and all attempts
to uproot them by law have entirely failed.
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One of the principal amusements of the bar during these
sessions of the court, is to assemble in some sufficiently
capacious room, and after indulging in all the boyish
games that occur to them, to institute mock proceedings
against some one of their number, for some ridiculous,
imaginary offence.

One of these “ circuit evenings” is very green in my
memory—and I do not ever remember to have laughed so
long or so heartily before or since, as I did then, at seeing
the wisest and most intelligent men in the country entering
with perfectly childish enjoyment and abandon, into child-
ish jokes and childish games.

The scene was a log hut, containing one room and
some dozen beds, upon which, lying, sitting, or in an
intermediate posture, were at least thirty members of the
courts.

After playing “ Simon,” “ What is my Thought Like ?”
and a dozen similar games, one of the company arose and
announced in a most funereal tone that a member of the
bar had—he deeply and sincerely regretted to state—been
guilty of a most aggravated offence against decency, and
the dignity of bis profession, and he therefore moved
that a Judge be appointed and the case regularly inquired
into.

By an unanimous vote, Judge G.—the fattest and
funniest of the assembly—was elected to the bench,
and the “ Mestang” or “ Kangaroo Court” regularly orga-
nized. Impossible as it would be for any one to convey
to the reader a correct idea of the ludicrous and supremely
ridiculous scene which ensued, I will yet attempt it.

The Judge opened the court something in this wise :—

# Gentlemen of the Bar, Jury, Witnesses, Criminals, and
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Constables, Clerks of the Court, and Prosecuting Attor-
neys—It has been a source of deep regret to me and
doubtless to many of you, that our bar—of the grocery, I
mean—has of late fallen into disuse, owing to the criminal
want of criminal fines properly imposed, whereby the
pockets of the bar-tenders, and throats of our honorable
body have suffered an unprecedented dryness.

“Tt therefore behoves us all, acting in our several capa-
cities, to do our duty most strictly in this matter. Suffer-
ing no criminal to go unpunished—no innocent accused,
to escape conviction, but each one striving for the common
end, heap up fines to be liquidated in liquors at the bar,
payable in a circulating medium, whose circulation has not
been above medium in these latter days—and thus evade
the deep and heavy mantle of disgrace which is fast set-
tling around our once honored shoulders.

“The case about to be submitted to you is one of an
extraordi.nary and atrocious character—"

SpecTATOR. “ Had not your honor better appoint a jury
before procecding to trial ?”

Junce. “Silence, sir; do you dare instruct the court?
Mr. Sheriff, I fine this person ‘ whiskey straight” for con-
tempt of court, and do you attend to the collection.”

SecoNp SPECTATOR. “ Please your honor, no sheriff has
yet been nominated.”

Jupce. “ Thomas Jones, you are hereby appointed the
High Sheriff of this, our honorable court, and will collect
of the contumacious individual who last volunteered his
knowledge, a treat all around, as soon as I shall have
administered the customary oaths of office. Stand up, sir,
take off your coat—now. You, Thomas Jones, in the
presence of this hon. body, do most distinctly affirm that
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you will perform the duties of your onerous office in a
worthy and dignified manner ; that when sent after a eri-
minal you will never return a ‘non est comeatibus;’ but
in default of the guilty party, pick up the first man you
can lay hands on; that when sent to the grocery to col-
lect a fine, you will not drink more than half the liquor on
your homeward path, that you will never fob any change,
without handing over one half the net proceeds to the
court—all this you promise truly and faithfully to per-
form, as you fear your wife, and love brandy and water.”

SHERIFF (looking around and speaking hesitatingly). “If
—any—gentleman—will—hold—will hold my hat, while I
take a swear—"

JupGe. “No you don’t, sir, no swearing here, or I'll fine
you—your word is as good as your bond, and neither of
them worth a copper. Select a jury, sir.”

The jury being properly selected, his honor proceeded
to address them :—

JuDpGE. * Gentlemen of the Jury—the case about to be
presented to you, as I have before remarked, is one of
an extraordinary and atrocious character. One who has
hitherto concealed his crime beneath the exterior of
respectable age, is now to be stripped of the cloak that
has so long shrouded him from a prying world. Mr.
Sheriff, trot out the individual.”

The sheriff here produced the youngest, most correctly
attired, and by far the finest looking member present.

JupGE. “ Ah, well, not so old after all, but, gentlemen,
it makes no difference, he will be, should he live long
enough. Who appears upon the part of the Republic?
Mr. Clerk, read the indictment :"— :
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THE JNDICTMENT.
The Mestang Republic.

Kangaroo, to wit :—At the special court of Kangaroo
county, begun and holden in the very extensive city of
Kangaroo, to wit: One old shed for a ecourt-house, two
taverns such as they are, one blacksmith shop, with a post-
office attachment, six groceries which we mean to leave as
dry as an old maid’s lips, five banks (faro), and nothing
else: on the last Tuesday of pea time, and Anno Domini
—not a soul of us can distinctly remember, having very
lately dined, although the last is of very little conse-
quence :

The Jurors for the Mestang Republic on their oaths,
present that JorN SumiTH, of no particular place, ealling
himself a gentleman, although no one believes him, did,
somewhere in the vicinity of the last “cotton scraping
time,” there or thereabouts, and not much matter when, so
he did it—with sticks, stones, guns and pistols, and a pair
of instruments called, known, and deseribed, in vulgar par-
lance—*lips,” being the labial protuberances of the human
face divine [Any omne, however, who might call the said
John Smith’s face divine, if not quite a fool, must at least
be six degrees the other side of idiocy], inflict upon the
right cheek of a certain juvenile female colored person, of
the age of seventy—there or thereabouts, known to the
community in general, as Polly, a kiss of about the size of
a dollar, or perhaps a dollar and a half, or perhaps two
dollars, thereby injuring the feclings, eompromising the
character, and undermining the health of the said “Polly,”
occasioning an explosion, which disturbed the slumbers of



AN INDICTMENT—AND A HALF. 209

many citizens who were then enjoying a siesta, intruding
upon the majesty of this republic, and reflecting upon the
dignity of a profession, of which, however, the least said
the better.

And the jurors aforesaid do further present that they
could add any given number of counts to this indictment,
but as it would consume some time, the Court will suppose
anything found against the said Smith which the said
Court may please.

THoMAS JENKINS, Foreman of the Grand Jury.
‘WiLLiAM BrowN, Attorney General,

The testimony upon the part of the prosecution was upon
a par with the indictment. One witness swearing that he
saw the woman Polly emerge from the prisoner’s room
with a large white spot upon her cheek ; another, that
aroused by a terrific explosion, he saw Polly rushing out ;
a third, that Polly had applied to him for a plaster to
draw “ the fire” from the wound ; and several testified to
the excessively delicate condition of the sufferer’s health
since the sad accident.

After a flaming speech by the prosecuting attorney, the
prisoner, being called upon for his defence, arose and
replied as follows :—

* Gentlemen of the Jury :—Suddenly arrested in the midst =
of a career of usefulness, honor, and happiness ; charged
with 4n ignominious crime, it is to me a source of most
heartfelt gratification, that I am to appear before a body
of men of so much inteclligence, so highly favored by
nature, with noble forms, and expressive countenances, and
endowed by the faithful Schneider’s art with such unex-
ceptionable- vestments.
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“The prosecuting Attorney, he, of the petrified heart and
revolting phiz, flatters himself that he has macadamized the
road which will conduct me to the silent tomb; which,
gentlemen, he is full well aware would be my tenement,
ghould your fateful voices not declare me free from spot
or stain.

“He has magnetized a rope of sand, and bound me with
it ; but see, how with one touch of the wand of Truth,
potent as Ithuriel’s spear, it shall fall asunder.

Brought up in my earlier days by a father and mother,
I soon was taught

Since innocence is bliss, 'tis the height of folly to do any otherwise,

and have continued to increase in virtue and in size, until
a few short years past, when finding. my full perfectness
attained, I shut down, and have done no more in that line
since.

“ This, gentlemen, is the first rude blight that has fallen
upon my budding fame ; the first cloud that has darkened
my brilliant horizon of future promise, but ket cloud shall
be swept away by the breath of your all potent voice. My
sun shall shine again in your smiles ; the bud refreshed by
my fast falling, falling tears (applying a handkerchief to his
eyes), shall rejuvenate to its primeval lustre.”

SPECTATOR (interrupting). * T’wont, salt water aint good
for plants.”

PRISONER (resuming). *Silence, Sir, and pity the sorrows
of a poor young man. Gentlemen, on that sad day upon
which I am charged with the commission of so heinous an
offence, having partaken with you of a full, but not sump-
tuous dinner, I retired to my aceustomed room to recupe-
rate wearied nature with a restorative siesta.
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“ My waking senses lapsed soon into forgetfulness. Ihad
been thinking, I remember, of our hope for annexation,
and busy imagination pictured me to myself, as wrapped
to sleep in the folds of the star-spangled banner, while the
Eagle of Freedom, with slow-moving wings, fanned my
moist, but burning brow. I walked in Elysium, in the
vale of Tempe, rare flowers were blooming around me,
filling the eye with beauty, and the air with fragrance.
Birds of gorgeous plumage flitted to and fro, or rested
upon some flower-clad tree, and breéathed forth their deli-
cious notes. Fat turkeys that I had not dined upon, were
swimming before me in a duck pond of cranberry sauce,
and gobbling ferociously at a particularly tough and dys-
peptic piece of hung beef upon which I Aed.

“ A change came over the spirit of my dream, the heavens
were clothed with black, a peal of thunder burst upon my
ear, and rolled in terrific grandeur, echoing from crag to
crag. I sprang up in affright, and, behold, it was Judge
G., saluting my washerwoman. The sufferer, taken at
surprise by the rude assault, rushed from the apartment.
The culprit quaked with fear, waddled towards the bed,
and ducked under it, to hide his diminished head. A com-
panion who had been dozing—joint occupant with me of
my bed, assisted me, and we finally, vi ef armis—"

Jupge. “No Choctaw, Sir—use plain English.”

PrisoNgr. “ Well, then, by main force, we drew him
from his position, and having lectured him with tears in
our eyes, bade him go and sin no more. I now call upon
Tobias Wilkins to prove the truth of my statement.”

I shall not recapitulate the testimony of Wilkins, which
corroborated the prisoner’s assertion. After another
speech or two, the Judge charged the jury, bearing down
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upon the prisoner ferociously, and ordering them to give
him the benefit of the most severe sentence in their power.
The jury, after a moment’s whispered consultation,
announced by the Foreman that they had found a verdict.

Jupee. “ What say you, gentlemen? Guilty, or not
guilty ?”

ForeMAN. “We wish to inquire of your Honor, whether
Polly is in a state of single blessedness, or a legalized
sticking plaster to the side of some respectable colored
gentleman.”

Jupge. * Married, I believe ; although I cannot imagine
what that has to do with the case.”

ForeMaN. “ We then find your Honor, Judge G., to be
guilty of piracy upon the high seize, having plundered a
smack, and of counterfeiting, for your portable imitation of
Thunder. You will, therefore, please put your old fur cap
upon your head, and sentence yourself to pay for all the
fluids at the bar, to which we are about to adjourn, the
District Attorney to find the necessary cigars, and the
informer the eatables.”



CHAPTER XXI.
DIAMOND CUT DIAMOND—STOCKING THE CARDS.

IF the recital of the mock trial should amuse my readers
one half as much as the performance did me, I shall be
well repaid for recording it. Ormsby and I, however,
had but little time to spend in amusing ourselves. We
bad not a single witness ; the lawyer who undertook the
case, in all its bearings, was absent ; some very important
documents, which the colonel was to have sent us from
Austin, had not yet arrived ; and as Ormsby—who was an
adept at the game of “ Poker,” expressed it—* we held a
‘straight, and were obliged to see our adversaries
¢ blind.””

“ Never mind my boy, though,” said he, * we’ve just the
hand to ¢ brag’ on, and if I dont * bluff’ these chaps off, it
shant be for want of brass; if they floor us we can but
lose the ante, call for a new ‘deck’ and begin de
noyo.”

No business of importance was transacted on Monday.
The court was opened in due form ; the Grand Jury sworn,
charged, and set to work, and that was about all. Ormsby
was here and there and everywhere; and the only thing
satisfactory that I could get from him was a promise that
he would be disengaged, and in my room, during the even-
ing ; and a request to keep as quiet as possible and let him
play his own game. :

After supper he made his appearance, accompanied by
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the Sheriff and District Attorney. It wassome time before
anything but the ordinary topics of the day were discussed.
At last, Ormsby turned to the Sheriff with the remark,

“Come, Mr. Sheriff, you must help us in this matter.”

“Why, Judge,” replied the Sheriff, “I don’t know about
interfering in any way ; it's not exactly the thing, and
might get me into trouble.”

“Not a bit of it, sir,” returned Ormsby; “you know
well enough that the prineipals, and most of the witnesses
on the other side, belong to this elan, that you, and I, and
our friend, Mr. District Attorney, have been trying for a
long time to unearth; and, if necessary, I shall make a
formal call upon you for your assistanee, and any informa-
tion you may possess in the premises.” )

“You will be perfeetly safe, Sheriff,” added the sttnct
Attorney, “in opening your budget. And I join with my
friend and superior, the Judge, in demanding, or request-
ing to know all that you can tell us of this matter, of
Henkins against Ting and others. I wish to know par-
ticularly if, among the witnesses, there be not some against.
whom I have indictments. So please make a clean breast
of it at once.”

_“Well, gentlemen,” returned the Sheriff, * 1f you put it
upon that score I must eomply, although perhaps I had
better keep gsome of my information for the Grand Jury.”

“No, sir, you don’t,” answered Ormsby. “ Time enough
for the Grand Jury yet ; we must deliberate and act with
extreme caution in this matter. Now cut this matter as
short ag may be, for time is money, and a heap of it too,
with us this night.”

“Well, Mr. Judge, or, perhaps I had better say Mr.
Attorney General—for I prefer just now to consider you
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in that light—I do believe, upon my word, that this ease
of Henkins is one mass of rascality from beginning to the
end ; and if it were not so, the colonel’s chance would not
be worth the price of a summons. They have a clear title,
approved by the board, while the eolonel only claims to
have made the original survey, and deposited the proper
documents in the surveyor’s office with a deputy who died,
disappeared, or took himself off—the last is the most
likely—immediately after ; and to have occupied and
improved the land, but only when all question had appa-
rently been settled by the commissioners. Now, as I said,
he only claims these grounds for a title ; he can’t prove
them ; he has not as yet been able to bring in a single

witness to establish the survey, or the fact of depositing
" his papers in the office ; his papers, even if not destroyed,
are in the hands of his enemies, and some of them, at least,
made over to that scamp Horseley. What then is the
reason that Henkins’ lawyers don’t force the case on, and
get a decision ? Because they know the rottenness of their
foundation, and the bad metal of the tools with which they
work. They can’t get Horseley to come up to the rack ;
he has a wholesome fear of the colonel’s drawing a bead
upon him ; and then your people have been rummaging,
and poking, and working in the dark so much, that they
fear, when they get their witnesses on the stand, you will
trip up their heels somehow, and get a hold upon the jury,
who we all know, in such cases, care little for points of
law or a judge’s eharge.

“T have just received information of an accident that
helps your case mightily. Mr. P., your ecounsel, that was
to have arranged and managed this case, was riding in a
gig with Muggridge—Henking’ great gun—in Galveston,
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the other day, when their heads being too light or bodies
too heavy, the horse starts, mashes up, upsets, or breaks
down the gig, and nearly breaks up the gentlemen at the
same time.  They are certainly fixed for slow travelling
for a month to come. Muggridge’s partner, Small, is a
capital lawyer, but wants nerve, and is never to be trusted
alone. With his senior at his elbow he can get along
swimmingly ; but let him be left alone, and have anything
unexpected turn up, and he lets go all and breaks right
down ; so you see by the upset, they have lost their best
man, and you have gained our friend, the Judge, who, in
this case, is worth a heap of such very learned lawyers as
your man is. Small don’t know a word about his partner’s
fix, and he shan’t, till to-morrow; and you must take
advantage of the flurry he will be in when he finds the
case will come on, and his general wont. They have got
record testimony enough, in all conscience, and a set of
scamps for witnesses; but they rely principally upon a
no-account whelp who, it seems, was,one of the colonel’s
surveying ' party, and I imagine, has been bribed and
trained to swear just what they want. His name is
‘Whitely, and he is a kind of hanger on of the judge’s old
friend, Sol Wilgus. If they can keep him sober, they can do
anything they please with him, but if he gets a little over
the bay, the d—1 himself couldn’t handle him. Sol has him
in charge, and is to keep him straight ; but Sol can’t keep
away from “ the tiger” (the game of Faro), that is spread-
ing out his claws at Budd’s grocery, in the back room, and
‘Whitely is staked out at old man Jepp’s, out here a couple
of miles. If any one can manage Sol, the judge can.
There, you have all the items I can give you, and you must
make the most of it. Good night, and keep dark.” 3
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“ A pretty good hand,” said the judge, as the door closes
behind our two friends; “a pretty good hand if well
played. P , lend me all the money you have; my
purse is better lined than usual, but I may want more.
You must stay here ; get things fixed up snug—a deck of
cards and a bottle of brandy—and I will be back with Sol
Wilgus before long. Keep cool and don’t get nervous.”
And off he went.

This Wilgus, upon whom the judge depended so much,
was, as my quizzical friend termed him, one of the * d—1I's
unaccountables.” Too lazy to work, too fond of petty
Jjockeying to be honest, full of rude wit and practical jokes,
too powerful and courageous a man to be quarrelled with,
and too good-humored to quarrel, never committing any
act of violence or descending to theft; but, as he said,
“just getting an easy living as he went along ;” he was
looked upon as a necessary evil, and a very amusing one
at that. Whenever he honored the town with his pre-
sence, and located himself, pro tem., in an easy attitude
upon the piazza of one of the groceries, cracking his jokes
and telling his stories, a crowd would always gather
around him ; and among them were many who had better
have been better employed. :

In about an hour Ormsby arrived with Sol in tow, both
in great good humor and as merry as could be.

“Three cheers for my system of practice,” said the
Jjudge, as he entered. “I can beat my sub all to sticks at
breaking up faro-banks. I've broke Budd’s, and shut up
his ¢ tiger’ for this night at least.”

“ Might’ apt,” chimed in Sol. “The Judge ’s some, I tell
ye, and this child was a commin’ it, too, right on his
trail, ondly I couldn’t bark quite so peart. Dog-on-

10 8
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my cat ef we wern't ater that tiger with a sharp stick,
Mr. P.”

“Glad to hear it, Sol,” said I, “ but you must need wet-
ting down after such warm work ; there’s some brandy
and water on the table.”

“T’'m thar,” replied Sol, “ but don’t mind the water. I'm
powerful fond on’t, but likes it best outside. Come, Judge,
here’s to them paws with the claws drawed out.”

“I think you must have a big enough pile to start a
menagerie on your own aceount,” replied the Judge.

“ A young one, prehaps, Judge ; some one must do it,
that’s shua,” said Sol ; “ef they don’t, what ’ll the grand
jury, and your leftenant, the persecutin atterney, do for
gamblin’ cases? But ef I'm to open a game, I recken I’d
best not take that small hand of poker with you. Thar’s
Mr. P , now, I could take out his eye-teeth and he
wouldn't know it ; but, dern my skin, ef fancy playin’s any
whar longside of you.”

“Well, well, Sol, don’t be alarmed. No need of a game.
Sit down and let’s have a chat upon matters and things,”
answered Ormsby. “How is your friend that you have
staked out for the night at old Jepp’s?”

“Thar, I'd a sworn it; you didn’t give me an invite up
here to take a horn for nothin. You're one of em. Tallers
said it, and I'll stick to it. Come, open pan and out with
it; ef I kin do anythin, say it, and Sol’s the child for the
game. Many’s the foul snap you've see me clar of, and
many’s the time you've let me up when them all-fired grand
jury doins got me down, and Sol don’t forget. Spit it
‘out, and ef it’s anything but work, jest say, it’s done,” was
Sol’s reply.

“How much does Small pay you for mounting guard
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over Wilgus, and leaving him out on the prairie while
you are playing with the tiger ?” inquired Ormsby.

“Dern his skin, the no 'count ornary pup,” replied Sol.
“T got broke, and hunted him up to get an X, and don’t
you think, the jo-fired mean whelp wouldn't stake me, but
read me a lecter about the keerds, and tho’ I teld him I'd
got Wilgus comfetable tight and safe in bed, and wer
gwine to fotch him up to the stand in the mornin’, bright
as one of them half dollars they say old Henkins makes
down to Dickinson’s Bayou, he ripped and tore so, that
I had to make out I were a startin’ fer Jepp’s. He made
his threats too, and ef I don’t eome outf®even with him
-afore it's done, jest say Sol Wilgus is gone under.”

“Sol,” said Ormsby, in a quiet and impressive manner,
“just cool off and listen. I want to tell you a story.
Some time ago—no matter when—but before poor Jack
was appointed Judge, he had a very tough case to man-
age. His client was a straightforward, honest man, just
like Colonel Ting ; and the other side was nothing but
rascality, but Rascality bad plenty of witnesses, cocked
and primed, to swear to anything, and what was worse,
Rascality had stolen all of Honesty’s testimony—record
and parole—hid his papers, and drove off his men.

“ Jack wanted to get the case put over, but was afraid
that he could not, and so he set his wits ta work, to tip
over hissneighbor’s erib, as he couldn’t get any corn into
his own. Mr. Rascality’s main witness was a fellow that
could not be trusted except when he was sober, and so he
‘was put under the charge of a very worthy and honest
scamp, that got his living by playing faro, and poker,
Jjockeying horses, and betting on quarter races, and mak-
‘ing very respectable men langh at his queer :capers, and
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help him out of serapes when they should have helped him
into the county jail—if there had only been one.” Here
the Judge looked very knowingly at Sol, who hit me
a sly poke in the side, acknowledged the Judge’s glance
with an expressive wink, helped himself liberally to the
contents of the bottle, offered it to the narrator, was not
refused, and then settled himself down gravely to hear
and comprehend the rest of the tale.

“Mr. Raseality’s lawyers did not know that Jack was
engaged on the other side, or they would not have chosen
the chap they did. Jack knew that his man could not
stay on duty as long as there was a faro bank agoing in
the town, and so he went to the grocery where the game
was on foot to find him, and then sat down and broke the
bank, so as to get him away ; took him home, told him a
story that any fool could understand—it won’t do to
speak too plain in these matters—played a game of poker,
and lost twenty dollars very foolishly—"

“ And the witness didn’t make a show rext mornin’, I
reckon,” interrupted Sol.

“Yes, but he did though,” resumed the Judge, “ and a
very pretty show too ; somehow his brain had got a twist,
and his tonguealso. He had forgotten which side he was
on, and Mr. Rascality’s lJawyer had to withdraw his case
in a hurry.”

“T don’t believe a word about that’s happenin’,” said
Sol, “yet it mought, tho’, and mighty apt too. Jack was
smart, but it warn’t him.”

“ Never mind who it was,” answered Ormsby, “it did
happen, and may bhappen again, for all I know. Come,
Sol, that game of poker.” »

“ Qh, let the poker slide, Judge,” replied Sol ; “some
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other time, when I want a stake, or get into a scrape, I'll
make a call. I must go and look after my man. Good
night, gentlemen. Forgot which side he was on, eh?
Well, that’s some.”

“Mr. Ormsby,” I inquired, when Sol had retreated out
of ear-shot, “ can we trust him ?”

“Trust him ! yes, Little he cares for Ting or Henkins,
but he identifies me with the case, and would as soon join
the Mexicans as betray us,” said the Judge. * Come, to
bed, we shall have to stir betimes in the morning.” .



CHAPTER XXII.

A GAME OF BRAG—UNCLE BILLY’S OPINION ABOUT “GOING
OFF HALF COCKED.”

TrE day, big with the fate of Roberts and of Ting,
dawned. at last. My breakfast was a slicht one, but
Ormsby did not allow the critical position of his client’s
case to interfere with the filling of his own. He seemed,
in fact, in as great a glee as a schoolboy while witnessing
the successful prosecution of some piece of cunning mis-
chief that he had devised.

Ten o'clock arrived ; the sheriff had bawled out the
necessary “ O Yes” three times, and the court was opened.
The Judge was seated in his throne of state—an old
kitchen chair, bottomed with oak splints—upon a rude
kind of dais at the further end of the room, and behind a
rickety desk that might once have graced a district
school. Beneath the dignitary, in a similar chair and
before a small pine table, sat the clerk; and ranged
around the room, or placed across it, were sundry benches,
all filled with spectators, clients, witnesses, and lawyers.
For the latter’s especial benefit, two strips of unplaned
boards, supported upon saw-horses, had been improvised.

Ormsby gave me an elbow hint to look at Small, who
was evidently in a fidget, and just as my glance fell upon
him, he was opening a letter that had been presented by
the sheriff. He frowned, muttered something, and crum-
pling up the paper, thrust it in his pocket.
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At this moment the case was called up.

“ Who appears for the plaintiff in this ejectment suit ?”
inquired the Judge.

“1 do, your honor,” replied Small ; “ but I am sorry to
say that Mr. Muggridge, who is with me in it, has been
seriously injured—as I have just learned—and cannot
attend.”

“May’t please your honor,” interrupted Ormsby, “I
appear upon the defence, and have had but twenty-four
hours to examine the case, which my learned friend has
been studying for the last three years. The eminent coun-
sellor who was to have led upon our side was unfortu-
nately with Mr. Muggridge when the accident occurred,
and is also incapacitated from attending.”

“ Good heavens!” cried the Judge, “do you mean to
say, gentlemen, that you wish to have this interminable
case adjourned again ; if you do, I assure you the request
must come from both sides, and eoupled with weighty and
valid reasons too.”

“I assure your honor that you will find no impediment
upon our part,” replied Ormsby. ‘ We are probably much
better prepared than the adverse party have any idea of.”

“ Why, Ormsby,” whispered I to him, as he took his
seat again, “ what do you mean by throwing away this
chance of obtaining all that we can ask for ?”

“ Hush !” said he. “ We shall get it adjourned, and be
paid for it too. Look at Small ; he had the entire getting
up of the prosecution, and yet is frightened to death.
T’ve fixed Ass flint ; and he looks as if he expected a mine
to explode beneath his feet ; he is sure we have laid a trap,
and when he gets nervous in this way, is as helpless as an
infant, without he has Muggridge to lean upon.”
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“Mr. Small,” impatiently exclaimed the Judge, “T am
waiting to hear from you.”

“J will go on, your honor,” answered Small, in a timid,
hesitating manner, * although I think, under the circum-
stances, that—"

Here a succession of “whoops,” that proeeeded from
some one under the window, and a loud cheer from a
crowd, who had evidently assembled outside the building,
cut the attorney’s speech short, and he turned pale as
death when the same voice that owned the “whoops,”
yelled out in tones that might have been heard a mile—

“Hoopee, boys! who’s afeard? Hurray for
D—n old Henkins, and hurray for Cunnle Ting. Whar’s
the Judge, and whar’s the jury ? Fotch ’em up, and I'll
lay down the lor fer ’em. Hurray fer Ormsby, and dern
old Small. Who's a gwine to swar to a lie fer an X and
no whiskey ? ’Tain’t this child.”

“ See to that disturbance immediately, Mr. Sheriff,” said
the Judge, in a rage.

Out went the sheriff, and the Judge continued :—

“Proceed, Mr. Small; Mr. Small. Where is Mr.
Small 2”

“ Gone out to regulate a refractory witness, I should
think, your honor,” replied Ormsby.

“Very extraordinary affair,” said the Judge; “and I
must say Mr. Small’s conduct appears to be greatly want-
ing of respect towards the Court. I don’t understand
it.”

Small, at this moment returned, and before the Judge
could commence the intended rebuke, addressed him hur-
riedly with—

“ Please your honor, it is a matter of imperative neces-
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sity that this case be adjourned until the next term of
Court.”

“ And why, sir ?” asked the Court, very sharply.

“ An all-important witness,—” commenced Small.

“Do you mean the drunken fellow, who has just
created that disturbance ?” interrupted the Judge. “ Who
is he ?”

“ His name is,” hesitated Small, pretending to examine
gome papers—* his name is—Williams, I think, or Willis,
or—really this disturbance has annoyed me so that I have
forgotten it for the moment.”

“ Help him, Mr. Sheriff,” said the Judge.

“It’s that Whitly, who was tried for cow-stealing at the
last fall term of the court,” replied the sheriff.

“ And do you ask to adjourn this case on his account,
sir ?” demanded the Judge. “If we wait for him to be
sober, we shall have to wait some time for testimony
not worth a straw. What says the counsel for the
defence ?” ‘ ;

“That he will not consent,” answered Ormsby.

“Then,” said the Judge, “ the Court will only adjourn
this case upon the prosecution’s paying up all the costs that
have already accrued, and that, too, without any future
claim upon the defence, however this case may termi-
nate.”

“Why, your honor,” exclaimed Small, “the costs amount
to over five hundred dollars.”

“If they have mounted up as high as that, so much
the greater reason why it should be argued now,” replied
the Judge. “ Will you proceed, or pay the costs ?”

“1I suppose we must submit, your honor, but—" com-
menced Small.

Al
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“Then enter up the rule, Mr. Clerk,” said the Judge,
“and call on the next case; too mueh time has been
wasted in this matter.”

As we left the court-house, Ormsby turned to me and
remarked :—

“ A pretty well played hand of brag, I call it.”

In the eourse of the day Mr. Roberts arrived. He had
made his escape from the Doctor’s hands, and having heard
of the aecident that had befallen his counsel, feared that
all was up with his cause ; but when told of Ormsby’s
check-mate, was so delighted that he nearly shook our
hands off.

Seated that night in my room, Ormsby, who delighted
in drawing the old man out, and betraying him into one
of his queer yarns, started him off by remarking, that
Small was a capital hand to get up a case, but should never
be trusted to manage one alone; for, said he, “when he
gets his charge well down and all ready, he is sure to let
his gun go off half-cocked.”

“Ttis a mighty bad failen in a gun to go off half-eocked,”
commenced ‘ Uncle Billy,” “and the chap that uses one of
that sort is certain to shoot suthin’ bigger ner a gobbler
in the long run ; but the man that goes off half-cocked is
as share as fallin’ off a log to shoot himself, and more ner
onst, too. It’s allers best, I reckon, to look at a thing all
over twiste afore you meddle with it. I knowed an old
doctor onst, as clever a soul as ever trotted pottecary stuff
through a sick man, but his har-trigger war sot too fine,
and though it war amost the ondly failin’ he had, it war
enuff to keep him in hot water all the time. He war pow-
erful fond of his farm and garden, but, somehow, nothin’
went well thar, he wer allers a gettin’ some new kink in
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his head, and afore he got half through one speriment he’d
be a barkin’ loud on some other trail. T’warnt at all sur-
prisin’ that when he had so many things goin’ on in his
field he hadn’t any time to see to the fences around it.
The ecattle tormented him powerfully ; they got used to
comin in, and come they would.

“One of his naybors had a par of beeves that war
mighty onruly to be shua, and he consaited they war allers
the ring-leaders in breakin’in. Arly one mornin’ he got
up and went out of his cabin, and putty soon heard the
corn stalks a crackin’; but there were a heavy fog on, and
he eouldn’t see ten foot ahead, so he started off full split for
the noise, and afore long sot eyes on suthin’ that looked
white among the eorn.

“¢By Ned,’ says he, ‘if it aint that owdacious critter of
Miss Mash’s, a helpin’ hisself in broad daylight, septin’
the fog ; that’s putty chunked ; coming it rather too strong,
Ireckon. I said I'd pepper him the first time I treed him
in my field, and, by thunder, I'll do it.” Back he went to
the house and took down one of the boys’ guns ; it war the
old man's first experience in firin’ one, and if you could
have seen him put in a handful of powder and shot, all
mixed up, you'd have allowed it war a dose of calomel and
epekak he war a mixin for some misfortunit critter. Arter
he rammed it all down, and put in nigh to half a pound o’
cotton to keep all quiet, out he put, crawled up clus to
whar the beef war a makin’ his breakfast, and let fly, che-
bang. For the fust fire it war a mighty good one, and
fetched three things to onst—the gun bust, the old man
drapped like %e'd been shot hisself, and the biggest part
of him made a hoie in the ground that they had to fill up
arlerwards like an old well, for he weighed clean above
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two hundred ; and naybors that lived too far off to hear
the gun, felt the shock and took it for a juvenile arthquake
on a mineatewr plan. The beef swung backards and for-
ards a second er two, just as if he war putty well corned,
and he war too; then down he drapped, gin a beller,
and keeled up. In a minit here come the boys from the
house a humpin’ it and a hoopin’.

By thunder, saysone on ’em, ‘ ef dad hasn’t gone and
done it now I’ll be derned. I reckon Miss Mash’s beef has
got ag much of a grist to grind as he’ll want for some time.
Hollo, father, are you tired, er what are ye squattin’ down
that way fer 2’

“The old man sot still, didn’t say a word, ner try to
get up, and ef he had t'would have been of no sorter use.
‘Well, thar he sot for ten minits, and all the boys eould do
they couldn’t git a word out ov him ; till at last, by prizin’
and liftin’ they got him on his legs agin, and then, arter
seratchin’ his head awhile, says he—

¢ John, which eend ov a gun do you mostways use to
pint at anythin’ when you want to knoek it over ¥/

“¢Why,’ says John, ‘the leetle onein eourse.’

“¢*And do you generally put in the powder afore the
lead or arter it?

“¢Why afore it, to be sure.”

“‘Well, says the old man, ‘ then I'm satisfied, for I put
both together, and that aceounts for both eends goin’ off
to onst ; but I allow Miss Mash’s beef has got the tother
half, and you'd best go sce.”

“All hands started off for the beef, and thar he war
sure enough, made meat on, ondly twarnt Miss Mash’s
beef arter all, but the old doctor’s white-faced steer.

“There warn't much said about the way he died, least-
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ways not amongst the doctor’s people; but as he hadn’t
turned a furrer for their late crop, and becves that war
broke to the plough war very scus, and corn mighty high
that year, thar war a heap of weevils in the old man’s
crib that either starved or changed their location.

“1t larnt him suthin’ arter all, for wheénever he’'d bust
up and fly all to pieces about nothin’ at all, the old woman
would say, ‘that’s right, father, don’t you be imposed
on, just serve 'em out like you did Miss Mash’s beef ;
and the old man would cool down, and his tail drap
directly.

“Some folks hev got their trigger sot too fine on one
thing and some on another, some goes off right ahead, and
some are on the back ackshun principle, some is skert to
death about nothin at all, and some gits as riley as thun-
der and raises thar tails directly when nobody didn’t mean
to insult em ; and then agin thar’s some goes a rarin’ and
tarin’ arter all the mad wild-cat speckillations they can
git item of, and generally comes out as the man did who
diskivered the soap mine.

“ Any body that’s lived on Galveston Bay could tell you
who Dave Harris war. I reckon he wont disremember
his first surveyin expedishun in a hurry. He war as green
a man as ever you see catched, but he allowed he wor all-
fired knowin—one of them ‘too smart’ ones that’s too
knowin to go alone. Dave wor a little thirsty Yankee,
that looked jist sif he’d been fetched up on codfish tails, he
wor so thin and dry. You'd hev larfed ef you could hev
seen his rig fer his fust expedishun ; he had more blankets
and riggin than would hev sarved out a dozen; and his
saddle war hung around with coffee-pots and tin cups, till
it looked jist like a tin peddler’s waggin a horseback ; and
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as fer spurs, he’d mounted the biggest par I ever see, good
six inches across the rowell.

“The first night we camped out war on Clar Creek,
whar he’d made his location. Our horses war staked out,
and we war a settin round the fire, on the ground, a tellen
big snake stories for Dave’s edification; when all ov a
sudden, up he jumpt, gin a most onarthly yell, and then
keeled up.

“¢Qh, Lord! says he. ‘Oh, Lord!! Oh, Lord!!V

“¢Why, what’s the matter, Dave? says I.

“¢QOh, Lord! T'm a dead man ; tear out my hat linin
and give me a chunk of coal, I want to make my will
directly. Oh, Lord! oh, Lord! that I should hev quit
the place whar I lived to hum down East to come here
and be killed by a rattlesnake I’

“¢ A rattlesnake, ses I. ‘Hurra, boys! hunt him up,
arter him, er else some ov the rest on us 'l catch it.’

“Well, we stirred up the fire till it gin a powerfull
bright light, and hunted all around, but couldn’t see no
sign ov anything like a snake; so we gin up, and all
hands went to see what we could do for Dave.

“He said he was bit whar he set down on, and we
inspected putty close, but couldn’t find nothin serus, thar
wasn’t any swellin nor nothin ov that sort to speak on ;
and finally he got more docious, and gin in that he war’'nt
a goin to make a die ov it that time, but he swar it war a
snake bit him, only he reckoned he’d jumpt up so mighty
spry that the varmint hadn’t time to get the poison in.

“He came up to the fire agin, and dropped on his knees
(which wer the way he’d been a settin afore), then he sunk
down till the biggest part ov him lit on his heels, and the
minit it did, up he jumped agin and yelled out—
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“‘Snake! snake!! snake!!V

“¢Shut up,’ says I, ‘you dog-on, no-account critter, ef
you can’t tell a durn fool par ov spurs, from a rattlesnake,
ye'd best stayed to hum and sent your old woman a land-
huntin’.’ 7*

On the next day Mr. Roberts and I left Malden for
Houston, and thence he proceeded to his plantation upon
the Brazos, and I across the prairie to Galveston, meeting
on my journey with nothing of sufficient interest to record.

Galveston and the Bay County possess, however, so
much of historical interest, that although it is not my
intention to enter upon a topographical description of
Texas, a few pages may be very properly devoted to them.

* The author is aware, that many of his readers have met with this last
story, of “Uncle Billy” before; but it has been re-printed and re-written,
and twisted and turned, and made over, until he can scarcely recognise his
own offspring ; and has introduced it here for the purpose of reclaiming it
toits home, and >f showing where that home is,



CHAPTER XXIIL
GALVESTON.

THis city—as every one knows, or should know—is built
upon that narrow strip of sand which separates Galveston
Bay from the Gulf of Mexico.

You will neither pereeive island nor city until you are
close upon them. The shore, low and destitute of any-
thing that may deserve the name of a tree, presents no
prominent Jandmarks to the mariner ; and many a vessel,
before the city was built, has sought in vain the inlet to
the Bay. .

I have always considered Galveston as one of the most
charming places—in appearance—that I have ever seen.
The regular streets are of dazzling and solid white sand—
the houses new and nearly all painted white—the dwellings
built in that easy, sans-souei style peculiar to the French
and Spanish cottage; and all of them surrounded and
embowered with the shrubbery of the tropies—the several
varieties of the fig, the orange, the lemon, the pomegra-
nate, and great numbers of flowering plants, that with us
require the greatest care and attention, but there grow to
a large size, almost unattended and uncared for—such as
the various kinds of jessamine, the tube rose, the oleander,
&e., &e.

‘The wharves present quite a business-like appearance—
a few foreign ships—three or four bay steamers that ply
between this port and Houston, the Brazos and the Trinity
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—one or two sea steamers—the packets and cotton ships
from New York and Boston—and a host of smaller craft,
enjoying the beautiful appellation of “ Chicken-thieves,”
that run up and down the Bay, poking their inquisitive
prows into all the small bayous, and driving a profitable
trade in wood and charcoal, butter, poultry, and eggs.

To the wharves and to the Strand, however (as the
street fronting upon the bay is named), all business is con-
fined, and an air Of insuperable dulness reigns over the
rest of the city. Not a sound is heard except perchance
the bell of a steamer, or occasionally voices raised in
mirth, or a singer in the streets ; it would be the place of
all the world for a second edition of the “Seven Sleepers”
to luxuriate in, without the slightest danger of a speedy
awakening.

Galveston can never be more than a forwarding post
for Houston and the Brazos. Fortuitous circumstances,
and the idea that it must soon become a place of import-
ance, alone gave it the position it once occupied, and from
which it has already sadly declined.

A few English, French, and German merchants, with
some capital, and heavy stocks of goods, emigrated there
in the years 1840, '41, and 42, expecting to supply the up-
country planters with their necessary goods, and pur-
chase in return their cotton for a foreign remittance.
The Houston merchants soon, however, obtained greatly
the advantage over them ; the navigation of the Brazos
and Trinity being so exceedingly uncertain and dan-
gerous, that planters preferred transporting their crops
across the country in wagons to the latter place, rather
than incur the risk of loss, injury, and serious delay upon
the rivers; and when once in Houston, their cotton was
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purchased immediately at quite as fair a price as they
could expect to obtain for it below. Moreover, the men
of Houston being generally old settlers and persons well
acquainted with the wants of the Southern trade, offered
them stocks of goods, if not so large, yet better assorted
and adapted to their wants than those of their rivals of
Galveston.

Nor was this all : a planter must at some time require
credit ; this, thase who were deser.ving of it, could
obtain from men to whom they were personally known,
and who were familiar with their affairs and circum-
stances ; while on the contrary, all foreigners came to the
country with the idea that it was the first object of every
man with whom they met, to cheat and defraud them if
they could.

The “ Northers,” as the fierce north winds of the coast-
country are called, offered another and a very serious
impediment to the commerce of Galveston.

The waters of the Bay are little influenced by the tide,
but completely controlled by the violent winds. A strong
southeast wind forees the waves of the gulf into the bay,
while a heavy and continued blow from the north or west
nearly empties the latter into the former, leaving the flats
bare and the sand bars impassable even to the smallest
craft.

It is almost impossible for any planter to visit Gal-
veston in winter, receive and dispose of his crop of
cotton, purchase and ship his goods, without being there
long enough to encounter a “Norther,” and he then
has the pleasure of remaining at the “ Tremont House,”
or whatever hotel he may choose to patronize, at a
very heavy necessary expense, besides the extras—gene-
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rally the more serious of the two—or of being caught
in a stcamer upon some of the “bars”—Red-fish or Klop-
pers for instance—then and there to-lie, wind and mud-
bound, from a day to a week, as fate may will it, upon
short commons, until a southeast wind may be so minded
as to again replenish the exhausted bay.

These and other causes occasioned a rapid increase
of prosperity in Houston, and a proportionate decline
in Galveston, but not immediately ; for, strange to say,
that very want of a regular and legitimate up-country
business produced temporarily the reverse effect. The
heavy stocks of a foreign merchandise were found unsale-
able and unfitted for the market, being refuse goods of all
descriptions, purchased under the mistaken idea that any-
thing would sell in Texas.

Anxious to dispose of their dragging stocks, the owners
" soon commenced dabbling in lands, and exchanging goods
at exorbitant prices for lots in or near the city. Nor
was it long before soldiers’ certificates, headright—as
the floating claims of settlers were termed—patents, and
even Spanish titles, all found a market here.

Land every one had; a crowd of speculators rushed
in, strangers filled the hotels, and their money the
landlords’ pockets ; the livery stables, bar-rooms, billiard
rooms, restaurants—all came in for a share; a much
larger amount of goods was sold for money ; building
lots rose rapidly in value ; houses and stores were erected ;
those already in existence were purchased at an extrava-
gant price, and for a time everything bore an unreal and
inflated value.

Affairs went on prosperously for a time, but a reverse
goon came.
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As long as these stocks of goods lasted, and even longer ;
while the merchants who had been engaged in this busi-
ness had credit to purchase others npon their individual
responsibilities, or by the hypothecation of their land
papers; all was well—but when no merchant could be
found willing to part with his wares, except for such equi-
valents as he could again employ for the purpose of
replenishing his store, an immediate decline of commerce
ensued.

Houses and lots decreased greatly in value; most of
those who had been transacting a really legitimate busi-
ness abandoned the place to seek a better location, and
Galveston became what it now is.

It is, in fact, looked upon something in the light of a
watering place, where one can spend a few days and
a few dollars pleasantly, luxuriate upon the fine oysters
and fish of the Bay, sail, ride and bathe. To look at the
town, you would note it for the very residence of Hygeia ;
the neat and beautiful houses, the cleanly appearance of
the streets of hard white sand, the almost constant breezes
from the Gulf or Bay, all indicate it.

Unfortunately the reverse is the case. Galveston has
been severely and repeatedly afflicted with the fatal epide-
mics of the South.

There is another great drawback to its prosperity—the
danger of submersion. Twice within the recollection of
the author has the portion of the island upon which the
city is built been under water ; once entirely, and once
partially.

The first visit of Neptune occurred in 1838 or ’39. No
lives were lost ; all the inhabitants took refuge in a large
building, then used as the Custom House. - The second
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story was filled with soldiers and Mexican prisoners,
whose weight, probably, prevented the building being
washed away. The boards were torn off from the lower
part of the building, and the waves had full liberty of
dashing through without meeting with any opposition upon
which to wreak their vengeance, except the posts and
supporters. All this occurred at night, and the next day
the waves retreated ; but dark and fearful must that night
have been to those “ cabined, cribbed, confined” in a slight
building, surrounded with a raging waste of waters,
stunned by the deep-mouthed roar of the furious waves,
and the shrill piping of the northern blast.

At this time Galveston was but a military post, of which
Col. Turner was the commandant, and he with his wife
and family passed the night in a small open boat, anchored
near the Custom House, exposed to the violence of the
pitiless storm.

The second invasion of his Marine Highness, occurred
in 1842. A church built of brick was blown down or
undermined, I know not which ; houses upset and shat-
tered ; vessels made experimental trips upon their own
accounts, without having obtained a regular clearance
from the Custom House ; some of them became so firmly
attached, during their first visit to the streets, that they
reluctantly refused all overtures made them afterwards to
leave ; and one or more lives were lost.



CHAPTER XXIV.
UP THE BAY.

THE usual mode of communication between Galveston and
Houston is by steamboat, and there are generally two run-
ning between the two places, thus making a daily line,—
the distanee being only about eighty-five miles, and
achieved in from ten to twelve hours.

In winter, howeéver, these trips are prolonged aceording
to the good will and pleasure of the northers.

Having embarked upon one of these asthmatic means of
locomotion, you will first encounter, in your progress up
the Bay, “Pelican Island,” a very narrow and very low
strip of sand, lying direetly in front of the city, at a dis-
tance of some two or three miles from it.

This island derives its name from the immense numbﬁ'rq
of “ Pelicans” which congregate there. Nor are they the”
only aquatie birds that inhabit the place, it being a favor-
ite rendezvous for all varieties that frequent the Bay.

In the month of May its sandy shores are literally
covered with their eggs, and beach parties often resort
there for the purpose of gathering them. Rounding the
southern extremity you have a full view of Galveston Bay
—a narrow strip of timber skirting the shores of the main-
land far on'your left, making as it were a line of demark-
ation between the prairie and the water ; and on the right
the masts of vessels in port, and one or two buildings,
more pretending than their neighbors, alone giving token
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of the existence of the city; the island itself having
already disappeared, hidden by the miniature surges of
the Bay.

Ten miles further on you will arrive at “ Red Fish Bar,”
a formidable obstacle to navigation. This is a ridge of
sand, in many parts elevated above the water, and extend-
ing entirely across the Bay, with the exception of two or
three narrow passages.

Hayving passed in safety you then find nothing to impede
your progress until -you reach * Klopper Bar,” some ten or
twelve miles further up, and lying directly across at the
outlet of San Jacinto Bay.

I have no intention of making a coast survey for the
reader’s benefit, and shall attempt no regular or continuous
description of the country ; but this section is so much
spoken of, and has so much of historic interest connected
with it, that I have here deemed it best to be minute in
sketching. v

After passing Klopper’s Bar on your left, the so called
San Jacinto Bay opens full before you. :

I say “so called,” for it is really but the mouth of the
river proper, the main channel of the Bay being only from
a third of a mile to a mile in width, running between and
winding among a chain of islands, behind which are snugly
ensconced sundry other small bays and coves, of so little
depth of water, however, that a “norther” renders them
impassable even for canoes.

Every point, creek, cove, bay, and island in sight has
some story of its own attached to it.

Immediately upon your left, after entering San Jacinto
Bay, stands “ New Washington,” the plantation of Colonel
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Morgan : the building surrounded and embowered by a
grove of the orange and fig.

This spot was the furthest point—the ultima Thule—
which any of Santa Anna’s army attained in the invasion
of 1836.

There—in that very house—looking so quiet and
demure, as if it were the very spot of all the world for
indolent repose, was the President of the new Independent
States of Coahuila and Texas, very quietly waiting the
progress of events, doubting whether or not it might be
wise to embark in a vessel which lay off the Point, with
the fugitives on board, bound for Galveston. There hesat
hesitating what course to pursue in order to preserve his
neck from too intimate an acquaintance with Mexican
hemp, when suddenly and unexpectedly a party of the
enemy’s horse dashed up the lane.

Burnett and his friends escaped by one gate, as the
adverse party entered the opposite ; they rushed down to
the water’s edge, found a boat, and embarked ; but ere
they had advanced a musket shot from the shore, their foes
were upon their track.

At this ecritical moment, the boat grounded ; and had
the horsemen pushed their steeds into the water, the entire
party had been captured ; but the enemy halted, and raised
their “escopetas.”

Among the fugitives was a lady, whose person, fortu-
nately for his Excellency, was in proportion to the size of
her heart.

She arose, interposed her amplitude so as to completely
shelter and conceal the President, and, to the honor of the
Mexicans be it said, they withheld their fire.

PR - .4



A BONE OF CONTENTION. 241

Brutal, murderous, faithless as have been all of their
dealings with the Texans, they have respected woman;
but this was an extreme case, and it might be doubted
whether, under similar circumstances, many who claim to
be more civilized and less sanguinary than the Mexicans,
would have withheld their bullets from the escaping chief
of the enemy,—denounced as a rebel and outlaw, with a
price put upon his head,—restrained by the fear of injuring
a woman.

Let us give the d—1 his due, and the Mexicans what-
ever meed they may deserve, for it is but seldom that we
have an opportunity to praise them.

On the opposite side of the bay, from New Washington,
is Cedar Point, and upon it stands a cabin of no very
remarkable appearance or lofty pretension, yet it and the
land surrounding have long been a bone of contention
bétween a Gothamite Texan, and no less a personage than
Sam Houston.

The cireumstances of the dispute were somewhat singu-
lar and complicated.

The lcague of land, or rather, as the Mexican law and
deed term it, the “ sitio” upon which the said house stands,
was granted to a person of the name of E 3

Thig. E——, it seems, had been married in the old Texan
fashion, which, being a very odd mode indeed, had better,
perhaps, be explained to the reader.

Under the Mexican regime, the church of Rome—or
rather, a very corrupted version of it—reigned paramount ;
the priests, in fact, controlling not only church, but state ;
and all marriages were declared illegal unless performed
by one of their order.

Unfortunately, however, the Mexican ministers of the

11 .
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Catholic church were not of that self-denying class, who
willingly spend their lives among wild woods and wilder
men ; advancing the cause of God, and assisting and
instructing their fellow men. °

On the contrary, they much preferred their snug *“ haci-
endas,” fat dinners, and rosy nieces, to say nothing of a
Sunday game of “Monté” with their flock, to tramping
about the country with every probability of picking up
more kicks from the Indians, than coppers from “Jos
Yankees.”

This was, therefore, a very awkward state of affairs,
which might lead to troublesome results; and something
had to be done, for like poor Paddy in the song,

*“ It might be for years, and it might be for ever,”

ere the light of a “Padre’s” vinous countenance would
illumine the out-of-the-way settlements ; so Mexico passed
a law.

‘When Mexico and China fall into a difficulty, they pass
a law, issue a “pronunciamento” or proclamation, and
voiid / the thing is done.

Texas has been completely subjugated several times by
the one party, and those belligerent “ Fankweis,” the
“John Bulls,” repeatedly humbled to the dust by the
other, in this very simple and efficient manner.

The law, however, passed in this instance, taking all
things into consideration, was perhaps the best thing that
could have been done.

The substance of it was, that whenever a couple desired
to commit matrimony, and themselves, at one and the
same time, if no Padre was at hand to unite the chain of
roses (which, by the way, is a pretty metaphor for some-
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thing more enduring than steel, and sometimes more gall-
ing than nettles), then the contracting parties were
allowed to assemble their friends, and in their pre-
sence sign a bond, pledging themselves mutually to submit
to a more regular performance of the marriage rite, when-
ever called upon so to do by either party, if a priest might
be found, or to forfeit five hundred dollars.

Under this strange law were the marriages of the early
Texans performed, and very few of the parties ever after
gave any thought to the necessity of “troubling a priest,”
until civilization coming hand in hand with liberty, the
Solons of the new Republic declared all such marriages
null and void, unless completed according to their amended
laws, at a certain time.

Wives were then valuable commodities—valuable on
account of their scarcity ; and very few of these bonds
were forfeited.

‘While upon this subject, permit me to recommend to the
respective collections of legislative wisdom of Connecticut
and Kentucky, to give this system a close examination,
and to judge if it be not preferable to their mode of doing
business.

Thus was E—— married, and some years after, dying
without a will, he left a son by a former legitimate mar-
riage, and a wife by the laws of Mexico, to dispute for the
possession of his “sitio” and “labore.”

Ere any division or settlement had been made, the lady
sold one half of the land to the “old chief "—as Houston
was called—and soon after either sought some other coun-
try, or followed her husband into another world.

The son, not to be behindhand with the old lady, also
sold a half to Mr. Y——, a lawyer in Galveston.



244 UP THE BAY.

Both parties claimed the best portion, insisted loudly
upon the legal right of their respective vendors, and
both took active measures in the matter.

Houston, I believe, first took possession of the land,
built a log cabin, and resided there for a time, leaving. a
German to protect it when he retired from the field ; from
which the tenant was soon” ousted by Mr. Y , Who
now in his turn moved his family there.

Both being lawyers, the disputants took up the weapons
of their kind, to fight out the battle, and at it they went,
pell-mell.

It soon appeared that the title—if title it was—of the
old chief, only covered the other half of the league in ques-
tion ; and he very gravely requested the court to make a
regular exchange, and by some hitherto unknown rule, grant
him the part which he coveted, insisting that the papers
were drawn up erroneously, and should have conferred it

upon him.

How this decidedly comical case has terminated, I know
not—but probably not at all, as lawsuits have no limits ia
Texas, and the one in question will probably rival in
immortality the celebrated case of Peebles vs. Plain-
stanes.



CHAPTER XXV.
BAN JACINTO BAY.

SaN JaciNto Bay is a beautiful sheet of water, some
twelve miles in length, and from one to three in width.
Commencing at the junction of Buffalo Bayou with the
San Jacinto River, and running southeast to Galveston
Bay ; it is studded with pleasant little islands, its waters
‘abound with fish equal to any in the world, and are
covered in the winter months with an innumerable host
of aguatic birds, from the poor, despised “ poule d’ean”
to the epicurean “ Canvas-back” and the stately swan.

Tis shores present great advantages to emigrants, espe-
cially those of smaller means, and without what is termed
a large “force” or number of negroes. Being within a
short distance of two of the largest cities, the farmers find
a ready market for vegetables, fruit, and wood—all of
which, in most other sections of the country, are of no
other.ase than for home consumption. Besides these, the
prairies afford an excellent winter and summer range for
cattle—and a well managed dairy might be rendered very
profitable.

There are, however, some drawbacks, and rather serious
ones. The prairies are perfectly level, not rolling as they
are further north ; and when more water falls than the
earth can imbibe, it stands upon the surface until slowly
cvaporated by-the sun. This not only causes much sick-
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ness, but unfits the ground for travelling sometimes for
months.

Then the soil is comparatively poor and not easily
worked, besides which the corn and cotton crops are more
uncertain than they are further up the country.

On your right hand as you enter San Jacinto from
Galveston Bay, immediately above Cedar Point is Cedar
Bayou, a stream, or rather creek, navigable some twelve
miles for vessels drawing from five to seven feet of
water. Here Lafitte repaired, wooded, and watered his
vessels.

This bay and the bayou were, ag a Texan would say, his
“stamping ground.” And here he lay, like a spider in his
den, awaiting his prey. His fort and collection of huts
were upon Galveston —Island, but his vessels, when not
engaged in active service, were probably kept in the inlets
of the bay ; and one can find many traces and marks of
the pirate camps upon their shores.

‘When any considerable booty had been taken, he
crowded sail for the Louisiana shore, and running up one
of those outlets or bayous west of the Balize, found a
hearty welcome, and a ready market among the planters
of the interior.

To return to the Bay. Two long but narrow islandslie
upon either side, near the mouth—Cattle Island upon the
right, Spilman’s upon the left ; behind these are two of
those small bays of which I have made previous mention—
Morgan’s and Goose’s Creek Bays—the latter but a small
affair. i

Passing these islands - you will find upon your right a
small collection of houses, under the title of Louisville.
Here are the shipyards, and the only ones in this part of
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the country—the worms being so destructive in the waters
of the lower bay, that the “ ways” are entirely destroyed in
a few months after being laid in the water.

Behind the neck of land upon which the shipyards are
located is Scott’s Bay—next above this, Bloodgood Bay—
and on the opposite side of the Channel are Perkins’s and
Brown’s islands.

Hidden from sight by the two latter is a sheet of water
known as Peggy’s Bay—being so named from a somewhat
notorious personage—Peggy McCormick—who owng or
did own, the league of land upon which the battle of San
Jacinto was fought.

Peggy achieved immortality by her dauntless courage,
not at, but after the aforesaid battle.

Not a whit cared she for Rusk or Houston, Cos or
Santa Anna—for Texan or Mexican, but the idea that
they should have had the audacity to fight a battle upon
her land, and that too without even saying “by your
leave,” was something teo aggravating for her Milesian
bloed to bear.

It would seem that her excessive indignation and agita-
tion at such unparalleled impudence upon their part must
have temporarily overpowered her, and prevented her
taking any decisive measures in or on the premises until
too late, or doubtless, broomstick in hand, Peggy had sal-
lied forth and pegged away with remorseless violence at
both the trespassers upon her soil.

On the day after the battle, however, she determined
that the victorious General should feel the full weight
and power of woman’s first, best weapon of offensive or
defensive war—her tongue ; and so, in not the most amia-
ble mood in the world, presented herself before Houston.
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‘Without obtaining permission, inquiring if he were in, or
with any in fact of the enstomary preliminaries, in she
marched boldly, up to the bed where the General lay
—fretful and irritated from the effects of a wounded
leg. :

“ General,” said she, “take yer men aff me legge”
(league—of land).

“Madam,” began the General, always urbane when the
fair sex are concerned, but his speech was eut short by
Peggy’s reiterating—

% Take yer men aff me legge, I say.”

“ Indeed, madam, the army will move as soon as possi-
ble.”

“But I say take yer men aff me legge immediately.”

At this last volley, accompanied by a corresponding
approach upon the part of the assailant, as though, like
the old man in the spelling-book, who found words and
grass ineffectual, she was about to commenee the vi et
armis mode of argument, the usual patience and urbanity
of the sorely tried commander resigned its functions, and
poor Peg was hurried home under the protection of a mili-
tary escort.

No stranger is ever ciceroned over the field of battle
without- hearing of her speech—it will be quoted in after
ages; and all must admit that, although her style of
oratory might not have been classically beautiful, it was
certainly to the point.

On leaving Brown’s Island, the bay assumes the appear-
ance of a river, the width not exceeding a mile ; and after
a detour of some two or three miles to the left, you arrive
at the junetion of the two streams.

Upon the right bank stands Lynchburgh, and upon the
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left San Jacinto—two petty hamlets, with a few huts, dig-
nified as houses and stores—the latter driving an insigni-
ficant trade, with whiskey, tobacco, and coffee for its:
staples.

Each place also boasts now of a saw-mill, and had this
been the case in 1836, or had the new steam mill been in
operation upon the bayou, it is rather doubtful whether
the Mexican army would have camped so quietly in its
vicinity.

The ignorance of the Mexicans who composed the army
of invasion was almost incredible ; everything that they
saw was new to their eyes, and very simple and every day
affairs to us, became to them matters of great wonder and
profound astonishment. Such ideas as steamboats and
saw-mills had never crossed their benighted minds, and
thereby hangs a tale.

As soon as the invading army entered the settlements,
the privates commenced loading themselves with miscella-
neous and heterogeneous plunder of every sort and descrip-
tion. That they knew not the uses of an article was no rea-
son for letting it alone. As long as it had evidently been
of some value to some one, off it went ; and if too large to
be transported by one, was divided. Unfortunate spin-
ning-wheels found themselves divorced for life from all
their former ties and connexions; shovel and tongs that
had kept company for many years, parted to meet no more:
in short, the entire army—each man with his back-loal of
assorted plunder—resembled for all the world some huge
association of foot pedlars, got up on “ social ” principles,
for the express purpose of victimizing at one fell swoop
(or swop) all the old women in the country. That their ¢
backs groaned under their unwonted burdens made o

11*
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differcnce to them, nor did it prevent their making fresl
addition to their treasures every day.

Old booty was rejected for new, and the road over
which they passed presented something such an appear-
ance as the streets of our city might be supposed to exhi-
bit, if at that preeise moment, on some first day of May,
when one half the furniture and luggage of the inhabit-

- ants is in a state of migration, an earthquake should sud-
denly occur, and all the contents of the various vehicles
of transportation be thrown helter skelter, promiscuously,
and sown broadcast over the pavements.

Fate so willed it, that while Urrea’s division was upon
the Colorado, one of his seouting, plundering parties, fell
in with a saw-mill. Had they discovered the longitude

" without ever having heard of such a thing before—or had
that very uneertain individual, the “ Man in the Moon,”
with dog, and bush, and lantern—all his paraphernalia
complete—made his appearance, and invited them to par-
take of the green cheese of which his kingdom is supposed
to be formed, they certainly could not have been more
astonished.

‘What use in the world this curious affair could be put
to, they could not imagine ; but ever treacherous them-
selves, they are ever suspicious of others ; and after a long
and warm consultation upon the subject, all pronounced it
some cunning and devilish device of the enemy, one not to
be approached save with an overwhelming force. Had
they lived a few years later, and been sufficiently fortunate
to have read Macanlay, something like a new “ Rye-House”
plot, or a “ Guy Fawkes ” affair of that kind, would have
probably suggested itself to their vivid and fear-exeited
imaginations. :
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Be this as it may, off they started to procure assistance.
This being obtained, the dubious and dangerous affair was
regularly invested ; and when, after a slow and gradual
approach on all sides, they found that it did nof go off,
their valor, cupidity, and curiosity combined, so got the
better of their discretion, that a general rush was made
at the building.

Here was something new, surprising, and unheard of.
‘What could be the use of all that complicated and curious
collection of wheels and levers? What did that enormous
saw and log-carriage mean, unless indeed this was some
newly invented satanic device and horrible machine of los
diablos los Yankese, to shoot off that pile of huge logs, as so
many gigantic arrows, at the invincible and glorious army
of invasion ?

One sentiment, however, prevailed—that of regret, of
deep, unfeigned regret, that the whole affair could not be
carried off bodily as it was ; and to remedy this as well as
they might, they laid their heads together to concoct plans,
and devise ways and means, to detach the more portable
parts of the vast machine, and to pack them off.

Some went to work upon the wheels, some upon the
saw, and all were making themselves busy and useful,
doing, or trying to do something, when an unfortunate
wretch, whose day of birth must surely have been marked
with a black stone, seized upon the lever of the saw-gate
as his share of the plunder, pulled it down, and off she
went, with more than an extra head on.

Language fails to describe the result; and the reader
must imagine if he can the precipitate retreat of the valor-
ous foe. Some mounted their horses, many had no time to
spare even for that, and not a hero turned head, or drew
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rein, until within sight of camp, and when the ceaseless
and horrid din of the overtasked mill had faded away in
the distance.

Had Mrs. Lot been one half as wise, she never would
have been changed into a moral pillory, or remained above
ground long enough to have been chipped in bits by the
“Dead Sea” gentry, and brought home by them to give an
antique flavor to their Expedition.



CHAPTER XXVI.

THE BATTLE OF SAN JACINTO.

No gorgeous banners we unfold,

Of crimson silk, snd yellow gold ;

No waving plumes, nor helmets bright,
Nor chargers prancing for the fight ;
But men as trae, end hearts as bold,
As e’er a life for freedom sold,

At Leuctra, or Thermopyle,

‘We bring into the field to-day,

‘To chase the weir wolf from his lair,
Or failing, sleep for ever there.

BurraLo Bayou makes nearly a right angle with the San
Jacinto. The prairie upon which the battle was fought is
almost level, elevated some thirty feet above the bayou and
bay, and bounded upon two sides by a “ marais” or marsh.
The few huts which compose the petty village of San
Jacinto, stand exactly at the angle of junction. Leaving
these, and turning to your left, after a march of perhapé a
mile upon the low ground on the margin of the bayou, you
turn again to the left, and ascending a gentle hill, are upon
the battle ground. At the summit of the hill is a beautiful
grove, or, in Texan parlance, “ island of timber,” upon the
outer edge of which, in unpretending graves encircled by
common paling, the heroes that fell upon the field sleep
their last sleep.

This first “island” was the spot where the Texans |
pitched their camp. In and arcund another island upon
your left, distant not more than half a mile, did the first
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severe fighting and skirmishing occur. Here fell nearly
all the Americans whose lives were lost in the engage-
ment. Directly in front of you, and in a line with the first
island, stands yet another, at the distance of a mile, while
you will see a fourth, larger than the others, in a line with,
and opposite to the second, its right resting upon the
extreme verge of the high ground, and overlooking the
marsh and bay. Here lay Santa Anna’s army ; in front
of this, and between it and the smaller grove upon its left,
was the battle fought. The prairie here is slightly rolling,
descending within half way between the two camps, and
then again rising. Thus the camps were upon a level,
with a piece of lower ground between them, which circum-
stance, one might suppose, would have given a decided
advantage to the party attacked; but thanks to Mexican
management and Mexican gunnery, the reverse was the
case. You will perceive the field is a parallelogram,
bounding it on two sides by lines drawn from island to
island, and the shores of the Bayou and Bay completing
the figure. It is a rich piece of land, covered during nine
months of the year with a fine erop of grass, and spangled
with innumerable flowers of all hues and forms. The
ground ig hard, smooth, and would be an admirable place
for a review.

The whole country, at the time of which I speak, was
frantic with excitement and alarm.

Some seized the first horse that they could find, and
unprepared, save with their rifles and a day’s provisions,
rushed to the army, with no thought save of revenge for
the cold-blooded murder of a father, brother, son, or friend,
by their dastardly and treacherous foe. Others again
made post-haste for the Sabine, taking their families with



RUSK, IN THE FIELD. 255

them, but without caring for anything else, leaving stock
of cattle, plantation, houses, and such furniture as they
possessed to the tender mercies of the enemy, or the first
gang of robbers that might chance that way. To usea
very meaning western expression, it was a perfect “stam-
pede.”

When the disastrous news of the fall of the Alamo, and
massacre of Fanning’s command near Goliad, reached the
army, they were lying upon the Brazos, and it is said that
many of them also shared the general alarm. Houston
was in command, and what his intentions were it would
now be very difficult indeed to ascertain ; but from the
statements of the officers with him at that time, it would
appear to have been his design to have retreated into the
Red Lands, then and now the most densely populated part
of Texas, and thus to force the settlers to recruit his army,
by bringing the war to their very doors.

Whether even this plan would have succeeded is very
doubtful, as the three divisions of the invading army
would have joined forces ere they had attempted to over-
run this section.

At this critical period, when the heads of the govern-
ment beat a very undignified retreat from Harrisburgh,
_upon the “sauve qui peut” principle, General Rusk, the
Secretary of War,—to whose determination and courage
Texas owes everything—alone hastened to the army.
An immediate change took place for the better ; his pre-
sence did much, his actions more ; not appearing himself to
command, his orders were promulgated through the regu-
lar channels, and prompt and decisive they were. Scout-
ing parties scattered along the banks of the Brazos were
called in, the small army concentrated and prepared for
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the conflict, and the route ordered, the moment hishurried
preparations were completed.

Santa Anna's division crossed the Brazos on the 11th of
April, marched through Harrisburgh, which they burned,
and then took the road on the right of Buffalo Bayou to
New Washington. <

On the 16th, the Texan army took up the line of march ;
and on the 19th crossed the bayou, taking the road on the
left of the stream. They were thus nearly upon the track
of their foe, but chose the other side, perhaps because it
afforded shelter and concealment, perhaps because it might
offer an opportunity to retreat.

A short distance from the crossing, the road forks ; one
trail leading to the Atascasete ford of the San Jacinto,
and thence to Nacogdoches ; theother to Lynchburgh. At
the junction, the guides paused, having as yet received no
orders as to their future course.

At length the order was given, and the army marched
down the bayou road.

It would appear to have been, even at that late hour, a
matter of great doubt whether the battle was to be fought,
or a hurried retreat made. The fate of Texas at that
moment hung trembling in the scale.

Houston’s reply to those whom he met, and who eagerly
inquired the destination of the troops, was, as I have been
informed by officers who were with him on that day, that
he was “ going down to fight the Mexicans, but against his
will and advice, and that he was not responsible for the
consequences.” Be this as it may, the army pressed for-
ward and encamped that night near the bank of the bayou,
and not far from Lynchburgh.

The transit of the little army was effected with safety
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and rapidity early the next morning, and they had just
“ camped” in the previously-mentioned grove, when the
Mexican bugles sounding upon the prairie, announcing the
advance of Santa Anna, summoned them to arms. A few
shots were exchanged without serious effect’; the enemy
fell back and encamped also. In the afternoon Col. Sher-
mahn, with his small corps of cavalry, was despatehed to
reconnoitre, and in so doing, drew out the entire mounted
force of the Mexicans upon his handful of men, who
retreated to the small “island” nearer the Texan camp.
‘Why he was not supported by Houston is an enigma that
none but Houston can solve ; but from whatever motives
he acted, he left them to their fate.

With desperate courage Sherman finally rallied his men,
and cut his way through to the camp, with the loss of five
or six killed, and several wounded.

The Texan army now consisted of some seven hundred
and twenty men, and a very heterogeneous collection it
was. A few artillery-men under the gallant veteran,
Colonel Neil, a part of a regiment of infantry commanded
by Colonel Millard, a squad of men from Tonnehoe, skilled
in backwoods warfare, the use of rifle ‘and bowie knife, a
few Mexicans also battling for independence, under Col.
Seguin, a company under Capt. Baker, that had nobly
acquitted themselves in baffling the entire Mexican force
upon the banks of the Brazos (with but thirty men), and
that duty done, hastened to rejoin the army ; a company of
volunteers from Alabama, under Col. Turner, &c., &ec.
Santa Anna had brought into the field an army variously
estimated at from thirteen to sixteen hundred, and these

- were further augmented by the command of General Cos,
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who arrived on the morning of the 21st with nearly six
hundred fresh troops.

Captain Wharton with a squad of men had been sent
early on the morning of the 21st to see that the bridges
were in order and boats in readiness in case a refreat was
necessary, but determined upon a desperate conflict, in
direct opposition to his orders, he destroyed both bridges
and boats. There was no alternative, it was really liberty
or death, and preparations were made for the approaching
conflict. The army was drawn up so as to present as
much face as possible, to prevent their being outflanked by
the enemy. The conflict was commenced by Neil’s artil-
lery, and the Texans at “ double quick” marched on the
foe. The Mexicans had drawn up in front as a breast-
work, a number of trees with their branches lopped ; these
were covered with pack-saddles, blankets, &ec., so as to
render them an almost insurmountable obstacle, and one °
fatal to an attacking party. Mexicans have one great
peculiarity, they are in idea at least, altogether too brave,
and it is a great pity that their physical cannot keep pace
with their moral courage. Santa Anna affected to despise
his opponents, and not content with quietly awaiting an
attack, which the situation of the ground, slightly aseending
towards his line, and the admirable defence I have just
mentioned, would, with any ordinary degree of prudence
and courage on the part of the defendants, have resulted
in their favor ; must needs make a display of his extra cou-
rage and gallantry, by drawing up his best and most reli-
able corps, the Guerrera battalion, in front of the works,
to receive the encmy with the honors of war.

The Texans came on two deep—deployed, as I have
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before said, to prevent their being outflanked, and also to
give an opportunity for every man in their scanty ranks
to add to the effect of the first fire. Three volleys from
the Mexicans passed harmless over their heads,—and now
came their turn.

" At a distance of sixty yards every musket and rifle was
presented, each covering his adversary. A line of fire ran
along the ranks, and down fell at least a hundred of the
enemy.

As for the valiant troops in advance of their proper
position, they very early in the engagement evinced a
strong and marked desire to shift their quarters; and the
first volley from the Texans throwing them into utter con-
fusion, their officers undertook to march them round the
breastwork, when, just as they wheeled, a second volley—
as a Texan remarked to me in speaking of the affair—did
the business for them ; and not having time to go round
the breastwork, they made a desperate effort to dash
over it.

In an instant their foes were upon them, and all
attempts at defence ceased, with the solitary exception of
Col. Almonte, who alone of all the officers endeavored to
rally his men, and partially succeeding, although but for a
moment, his men running again at the first fire,—he
remained upon the spot where they had deserted him,
refusing to fly. 5

The cavalry, who had not participated in the action, but
were at that particular time making themselves generally
uscful about the camp fires, did not wait for the bugle, but
cach man seizing the first horse that came to hand, not
stopping for the usual formalities of saddle and bridle,
went off pell-mell over the prairie.
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As far as the “ Napoleon of the West” iz concerned, it
is highly probable that had a eup been offered to the victor
in the race, he would have won the prize. The Texan
battle-ery had been “ Remember the Alamo,” and the poor
wretches now suing for quarter, were shouting in frantie
tones all over the field “ Me no Alamo.”

As soon as it was possible the massacre was checked,
but not until over seven hundred of the Mexicans had
fallen. v

That afternoon and the next day the victorious party
seoured the prairie and woods in the hope of finding the
swift-footed general and his officers. Cos first made hig
appearance ; and expecting nothing but immediate death,
as soon as he was brought into eamp he threw himself
upon the ground covered with a blanket. Santa Anna
was found the next day in the dress of a common soldier,
crouching in the grass, but en being brought in was imme-
diately recognised by the men, who raised the cry of
“Santa Anna,” “El Presidente.” When found he was
making his way into the * timber” of Vinee’s bayou. The
prisoners, 800 in number, were at first sent to Galveston,
and afterwards divided out among the planters for a
time,

In 1842 permission was given them to return to Mexico,
and Santa Anna issued a proclamation inviting them to
return to the arms of their countrymen ; but having had a
taste both of liberty, and the spurious article of Mexican
manufacture, they very coolly replied to his flourish of
trumpets with a card informing the gentleman that “ they
would see him hanged first”—and in about as many words
too. Poor Santa Anna, who but a short time before had
threatened to carry his victorious standard over the
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Sabine, and plant it in Washington, now assumed a tone
in keeping with his fallen fortune, and all have heard how
with soft words he influenced his captor’s heart, although
many think a harder currency passed between them.

The battle itself was nothing ; it was in fact a massacre,
not to be compared with the battle of the Horse Shoe,
near the mission “ Conception,” of which not one in a hun-
dred at the North has even heard ; not to be mentioned
with the assault of San Antonio, the defence of the Alamo,
or even in latter times, Jourdan’s desperate fight and
retreat, the battle of Mier, or the engagement at Lipantit-
lan, if you regard disparity of force, duration of combat,
or the desperate circumstances of the Texans.

The.peclﬂiar time, the events which heralded it, and the
wonderful results, have given it notoriety. In describing
it there is but little to say ; it was the affair of a moment.
Like the lightning of the heaven, instantaneous in its
action but fearful and lasting in its effects, as the stroke
of the omnipotent wand of the Hebrew Seer ; it was but g
blow, yet the rock of Tyranny was rent in twain, and the
pure, fresh, and invigorating waters of Liberty -welled
forth in an exhaustless stream to fertilize the thirsting
land. ;

The Mexicans were not prepared to expect further
resistance, and probably did not know three hours before
they reached the field, that Houston was already there.
They had imagined the war concluded—the people flying,
frantic with fright before them, without the least idea of
again offering an armed opposition to the soi-disant Napo-
leon of the West.

Fanning’s small army had been slanghtered—Travis
with his handful of men crushed and butchered by a force
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twenty-five times their own numbers ; and it is no wonder
that alarm and panic should seize the murderers to find
themselves suddenly confronted with something near an
equal number of men, with whom they had dealt before
and almost learned to consider incarnate devils, not
common everyday flesh and blood—men who knew their
only hope lay in a victory, and who would fight on until
the last soldier should pour his life-blood upon the fated
plain—men forced by indignities and cold-blooded treach-
ery, maddened with a demoniac spirit of revenge for
friends butchered and homes desecrated—nerved to battle
to the last, by the knowledge that with them fell-the last
hope of liberty—their fathers and mothers, their wives
and daughters left a prey to the cowardly and inexo-
rable tyrant.

It is doubtful whether the arrival of Cos improved mat-
ters in the least—their numbers were increased it is true,
but the increase brought with it at the same time a train
of officers, many of whom had met the Texans before, and
one of them at least,—the general—had no stomach since
the stormy affair of “San Antonio” to fight them with
any odds. ’

Cos was the brother-in-law of Santa Anna, but a feeling
of bitter enmity sprang up between them after his dis-
graceful surrender of Bexar—yielding a strongly forti-
fied town to & force of less than ome-sixth his own
number.

When reproached by the President for his gross cow-
ardice, he replied :—* Sir, you little know the men with
whom you are now contending; by treachery or an
immense superiority in numbers, you may succeed in
crushing a few, but mark my word, if ever you meet them
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in the open field, without your force more than quadruples
them, you will be defeated, and that, too, at a blow.”

So great was his hatred of the commander-in-chief, that
not for two hours after his arrival did he report himself
at head-quarters, and it was only after he heard the opefl-
ing cannonade that he did so.

Upon his announcing his presence and that of his corps,
Santa Anna, with a cold sneer, inquired, “ Well, sir, and
where is my command ?”

“Dios!” exclaimed Cos, in absolute exultation, “you
have no command—jyou are annihilated in five minutes.”

Having safely fought the Battle of San Jadinto, let us
return peaceably to the Bay Country and Col. Ting’s
Plantation, where I will introduce to my readers a queer
customer, who made his appearance on the prairie during
the early part of the summer.



CHAPTER XXVII.
ANOTHER “STRAY YANKEE IN TEXAS.”

PrpE in mouth and book in hand, one afterncon I lay
stretched in luxurious ease upon the floor of the cozy
piazza of a Texan cottage.

The dreamy god, far from coy, and requiring but little
wooing, was fast stealing upon my senses, drawing the
mantle of oblivion over them ; and no wonder. Upon my
moist brow the soothing sea-breeze gently breathed from
off a beautiful prairie, an oasis—a perfect bijou of a thing
—enamelled and bedight with flowers of all forms and
eolors, and their hues mingling to my half-closed eyes,
made the tout ensemble before them look for all the world
like a vast assemblage of Joseph’s coats bleaching upon
the rich grass, or a second and enlarged edition of the
gaudy Spanish blanket upon which I lay my lazy length
along.

The hands of the clock, had there been such an article
about the premises—which, as the prairie was yet unin-
vaded by Yankee pedlars, there was not—would have been
upon the hour of one, and the “ sonans @s” doubtless had
told the same tale, but the shadow of a pillar arriving at
a certain mark upon a graduated scale inscribed on, and
cut in the porch floor, answered every whit as well.

The day was one of the kalends of July, and a person
acquainted with the semi-tropical summers of Texas, must
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know that this combination of annual and horological
time neceszarily superinduces an universal drowsiness.
All nature, in fact, seemed asleep. The monster grass-
hopper of the country had ceased his shrill Italian note,
the corn-cracke was mute, the tree-toad emulated their
silence, the goats, that, browsing about the inclosure, nsu-
ally filled the air with anything but melody, were quietly
snoozing under the shade of the gin-house—no relation to
gin-palace, but simply a building like a cider-mill, with an
upper story, and used to gin, i. e. extract the seed from
cotton—or beneath the projecting and protecting limbs of
some large oak :—

“Recubans sub tegmine fagi.”

Happy am 1 to have the opportunity to so aptly quote the
above line, as it is the only one of the entire Eclogues im-
pressed upon my memory, though not exactly in the usual
method ; for the impression was not imparted through the

head, but quite the reverse,—the fact of the matter being
that a peculiar dislike to the use of an able but uninterestr -

ing work of Mr. Ainsworth’s, and a too great reliance upon
my own philological attainments, frequently induced me to
render certain passages and words “ con amore,” perhaps,
but not.“ secundum artem.” So it fell out, upon a- dies
inﬁé‘ta, that I translated fagi as fig tree, and received as
testimonial, from an unappreciative pedagogue, the appli-
cation of sundry twigs of another tree—known to the
learned as the “ befula "—upon a portion of my corporeal
gystem, whose name bears a striking similitude to the cor-
rect rendering of the obnoxious word.

_ After all, I was quite as near the mark as the poet, who
thus gives the passage :—

' I

12
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« O Tityrus, reclining 'neath the shade,
By an umbrageous windmill swift revolving made.”

As I was saying—oprior to my striking the trail which
led to the foregoing episode—my senses were just totter-
ing upon the narrow confines that divide reverie from the
Land of Nod, when a heavy step near me recalled my fast-
departing wits, and a voice in the once-familiar but long-
forgotten tones of my father-land, smote my ear.

“ Hello, Mister! how de du? Bin well? Plaguy hot
day ; Curnil tu hum? Youain’thim? No? Jest what
I was thinking on! Folks all smart? Guess I'll setdown;
cheap settin’s standing.”

At the opening of this extraordinary volley I had
jumped up, and saw before me a truly surprising figure for
a new country.

The owner of the voice was a ponderous individual, the
roscate hue of whose face was rendered ruddier yet from
the reflected tint of a huge and flaming red bandanna,
with which the owner was endeavoring to check the per-
spiration which was not dropping, but fairly streaming
down his hemispherical checks. A black silk hat, with
narrow brim, adorned his head, and despite the great heat
of the day, he wore a heavy, new, and shining black over-
coat, black frock coat, black satin vest, and black woollen
pants, the latter rolled up, displaying the white cotton lin-
ing, instead of being, “ more Texano,” tucked in his pon-
derous “pot metal ” boots. The arm that wielded the
bandanna was poked through the handle of a plethoric
carpet-bag, and the other sustained by the means of a huge
and nearly rounded paw at its extremity, an extra pair of
boots and an umbrella.
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Here was a rig for a July day in Texas, with the ther-
mometer at 105° in the shade! and itis not in the least sur-
prising that, when at length I found my voice, I broke out
with—

“ Who in the name of all the gods at once, are you, and
where did you come from ?”

‘Whereat my comfortably-clad friend again opened his
mouth and spoke.

According to his story, which was delivered in the
rickest vernacular of Down-East, a brother of his wife had
years previous settled far in the interior of the country,
and after having written to him at intervals, deseribing in
glowing language the beautics and fatness of the land, the
excellence of the timber, and the manifold blessings atten-
dant upon a residence there, at length himself experienced
one of them, in the form of a congestive fever, and went
off in a jiffy to explore another country.

Our friend—who bore the very significant name oft
Green—much affected at his fate, started immediately to
see after the effects: with a brain inflamed by floating
visions of shingle mills, white oak staves, free pasturage,
and last, not least, an abundance of buffalo, bear, and
deer, which had been represented to him of almost as
accommodating dispositions as the roast pigs in the story,
who ran about ready roasted, secking customers to eat
them.

There is a tale told, in the Arabian Nights, of a certain
prince “what's his name,” who, having placed himself
astraddle of a wooden horse, was suddenly and inconti-
nently landed, without any previous preparation, in a
strange country, among strangers. Not that this was
either the first or the last time that a man’s riding his
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hobby a peg too high, has rendered a sudden change of
climate equally agreeable and necessary.

Green was in precisely a similar fix. He had lived for
forty years in some secluded part of Vermont, knowing
nothing of the world, except the limited amount of expe-
rience picked up at home ; and suddenly, with but a day
or two’s notice, had started for an eastern port, found a
vessel loaded with lime and notions up for Texas, em-
barked, and, after a short passage, landed in Galveston,
probably as verdant a specimen of humanity as ever, at the
mature age of forty, escaped from the maternal apron-
string, or a wife’s petticoat government.

A gentleman in Galveston, to whom he had obtained a
letter of introduction, persuaded him to abandon the idea of
settling far “ up country,” and advised him to establish him-
self in or near the town, and work for a while at some one
of the manifold trades which he professed to understand.
The merchant, however, soon discovered his protégé to be
an intolerable bore, and to get rid of him, inoculated his
brain with a flaming idea of the immense profits which
would indubitably attend a shingle speeulation, and pro-
viding him with a letter to Col. Ting, begging him for
heaven’s sake to set him to work at something or any-
thing, packed him off “ up the Bay.”

For a time, Green’s exeessive ignorance and curiosity,
combined with a professed knowledge of everything,
afforded much amusement, and as there were two bright
lads of the respeetive ages of seventeen and eighteen in
the family, ripe for mischief, he had rather a hard time of
at.

The difficulty with him seemed to be, that so many flat-
tering opportunities of realizing a fortune presented them-
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selves, that, not knowing which to choose, he appeared in
some danger of enacting again the fable of the Ass and
the bundles of hay.

He was advised by the Colonel to look about him well
ere he plunged into business of any kind, and informed
that he would be very welcome to remain with him as
long as he pleased, and that horses, guns, etc., were at his
disposal. i

Strange s it may appear, the new comer had never seen
a mule until his advent to Texas ; and one—a fine and
spirited saddle-beast, with enormous ears—attracted his
particular attention. He even went so far as to endeavor
to “ trade” for him, and although warned by all, of the cau-
tion necessary to be observed by every one unaccustomed
to the horses, and particularly the mules of the country,
yet he persisted in his assertion, that Ae could ride any of
them “bare-back.” He tried it. One Sunday morning,
he thought that a ride up the bayou would be beneficial to
his health ; and having had “Brandy” (the aforesaid mule)
driven up, came into the porch in quest of a saddle. Un-
fortunately, every one was in use; but the Colonel pro-
vided him with a light snaffle-bitted bridle, wherewithal
to lead the mule to a near ncighbor’s, for the purpose of
procuring the needful trappings—at the same time warn-
ing him to be very careful, or he might expect a severe
fall.

About the middle of the afternoon, as the lads and I
were standing in the gin-house, in full sight of the road,
Brandy made his appearance, trotting along very gently—
then stopping a moment to crop a mouthful of anything at
hand—then raising his cars, shaking his head, and trotting
on again. A few rods behind him followed Green, evi-

s
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dently in a passion, now shaking his fist at his quondam
pet, now throwing a club at him, and again attempting to
draw nearer and seize the bridle, which was dangling
from the mule’s head. In the latter attempt he was emi-
nently unsuccessful, for “ Brandy” was determined to keep
his former rider at a respeectful distance.

What had happened was self-evident ; and I could not
help joining in the roar of laughter with which the boys
greeted this first result of Green’s attempt to astonish the
natives with his wondrous horsemanship. He was much
irritated at his reception, and inquired, “If that was
decent behavior to a feller-critter that had just escaped
the jors of destruction, and might die yet from his hurts ?”
I finally appeased him, and persuaded him to tell his
tale.

He had not succeeded in obtaining a saddle, and fool-
ishly started off without one. “Ie couldn’t get the crit-
ter,” he said, “out of a walk to save him, and when he
tried to git a limb to whip a trot out of him, he’d jerk
away, and when he wanted to get off he’d jump, so he
jest had to let the consarned beast have his own way.”

At length, however, he reached his journey’s end, and
Jeaving the mule hitehed at the bars, went into the house
and remained some hours, which did not in the least
improve “ Brandy’s” temper.

“I got a big gad,” continued he, “ expecting to work
my passage hum, but, by lightnin’, he went off like a
greased streak, and I couldn’t do nothin’ but holler, say
my prayers, and stick like death to the mane, what there
was of it. i : :

“We went through the woods like a steam ingin, and
when we got into the parara I looked around for a place
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. to light, but bimeby I lit fore I was ready, and about arod
off, too ; and don’t you. think arter he’d chucked me slap
onter the ground and broke, I guess, much’s five or six
ribs, he jest went on a piece and stopped, and went to
feedin’. Then when I cum up near, he moved on, and so
he sarved me all the way hum, and I’ve had to walk much’s
five mile, all smashed up as I be—and the darned mean
critter kept jest ahead, tantalizin’.”

We tried to soothe his alarm, telling him that such things
were of ordinary occurrence ; but this only-irritated him
the more, and he persisted in considering himself to be
morally and physically a deeply injured individual.

To bed he went, and would have a doctor sent for, even
his habitual economy in this instance failing of its duty ;
and a remark that the visit would cost him a cow and
calf—the currency of the country—or ten dollars, merely
elicited the remark that “he guessed he could beat the doc-
tor down, and make him take it out in trade.” The doc-
tor, however, laughed at his fears; but Green would be
and was bled, blistered, and dosed, although a second visit
from the medicus he could not obtain.

The soreness occasioned by the fall remained but a day
or 80, yet his bleeding and dosing produced a temporary
weoxkness ; and insisting upon bein : dangerously ill, he
kept his bed for a fortnight. At len,:th, one fine morning,
permitting himself to be pcrsuaded that none of his bones
were broken, and that he rad received no internal injury
likely to prove immediately fatal, he ventured out, took a
short walk, and returned in time to breakfast with the
family. ;

He seemed big with thought; something evidently was
weighing upon his mind, and several times during the meal
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he suspended operations in toto, seeming lost in caleula-
tion. I imagined that he had discovered some prominent
point on the bayou suitable for one of his manifold pro-
jeets ; but this idea was shooting very wide of the mark.
He was only meditating revenge. At last he broke forth.

“T’ve been thinkin, Curnil,” said he, “if that consarned
long-eared critter was mine, and warn’t worth too much
money, I'd shoot him.”

“TIndeed,” replied the Colonel, * perhaps T would part
with him if you cannot ease your mind in any other way.
I have always considered his value to be twelve cows and
calves, but under the circumstances, you may have him for
a hundred dollars.”

“ Jerusalem, Curnil, I couldn’t stand that, but T wouldn’t
mind givin’ fifty cents for a chance to give him a right
down good lickin’, and make him feel cheap—the nasty
beast.”

“Well, sir, if it will really relieve your feelings, I have
no objection to your administering a practical lesson to
Mr. Brandy, upon the glaring impropriety of his conduet
—although I must decline your fee.”

Our Yankee jumped at the offer, and seizing a long-
lashed cow-whip that hung in the hall, made directly for
the stable-yard, which was near the house, the back doors
of the negro quarter opening upon it.

“Now,” said the Colonel, “ step into my room a moment,
and let us listen ; after he is fairly warmed up with his
work he will not mind our seeing him ; there will be some
fun, depend upon it.”

Brandy having finished his morning repast, had been
turned loose, and was standing very complacently in the

-centre of the yard, when Green, whip in hand, clambered
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over- the fence, and the following dialogue ensued, for
monologue it was not, since Brandy sustained his part with
much spirit.

GREEN loguitur. Well now, you nasty, tobaker-leaf-
eared, hipercritical critter, don’t ye feel cheap, eh ?

BrANDY preserves a dignified silence, intimating, by the
flapping of his ears, that he perfectly understands what
has been said.

GrEEN. There, take that (attempting an application
of the whip, and only succeeding in getting a smart rap
with the snapper upon his check). Rot these darn fool
whips I—as long as the moral law’n the ten command-
ments with the hull book a Revelation for a snapper.

After various attempts, Green began, as he said, “ to
get the hang of the thing,” and then commenced a race
around the lot, the Yankee cracking away at the mule and
getting rather the larger share of the lash himself, until
he finally cornered his antagonist in a kind of cul-de-sac,
formed by the junction of the fence and stable at a very
acute angle. .

GreeN. There, now, I guess I got you, and we'll begin
to settle up. (Crack, crack, crack.)

BraNDY lays his ears back perfectly flat, and grawing
his hind feet half-way underneath him, quivers all over
with rage.

GREEN. Ah, you don’t like it, do ye? T’aint quite as
good fun as chucking me arod onto the parara, is it now ?
(Crack, crack, erack.)

The mule drew his fore feet back, until they joined the
hinder ones—a peculiar twitching motion of his latter end
betokening to an experienced eye that something might
shortly be expected from that quarter.

12

-
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At this moment our friend’s lash caught ronnd the
mule’s legs, and the stock was jerked from his hand. He
stepped forward and stooped to pick it up, when quick as
lightning, the mule let fly a pair of heels, which sent
Green’s hat a perfect wreck, spinning across the yard,
then turning short in his tracks, dashed out of the corner,
knocking Green head-foremost into a pile of fresh manure.

Green jumped up in a moment, perfectly maddened with
rage, and jerking a rail from the fence, made at the
enemy. 3

“ Look out, man, that mule will kill you!” eried the
Colonel—but too late. Green had already struck at the
mule, who parried the blow with her heels, knocking the
weapon over the fence, and the man under it, and then
open-mouthed rushed at him.

How the Yankee evaded him I know not—the whole
thing was done so quiekly—but evade him he did, and
dashed across the yard, where an open doorway (through
which protruded any given number of young negroes’
heads, exhibiting an extensive assortment of ivory) offered
shelter.

Through these he rushed, making a general average of
broken heads and bloody noses, and his foot tripping, he
plunged headlong, catching with both hands the rim of a
huge wash-tub, which was at that moment in the use of a
big, greasy wench, and pulling 4, its contents, and the
weneh, above all, right upon him. Dripping like a Naiad,
he emerged from the other door of the cabin, his courage
eompletely cooled by the wholesale administration of
warm, oleaginous suds, although perhaps not perfectly
satisfied with the hydropathic treatment of his complaint.

A day or two after this escapade, I happened to be in the
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field near the fence, with but a small strip of cane inter-
vening, so that I could distinctly hear any person who
might be speaking on the outer side, while remaining
myself unseen. Presently I heard Green’s heavy step—
tramp, tramp, tramp, upén the hard trodden path. Then
it ceased,—a halt evidently,—then a prolonged whistle,
which always with him betokened astonishment—at last
came the voice.

“Oh, git eaut! Now aint ye a beanty? What do you
call yourself when you'r tu hum, and what was your name
afore you come to Texas? Show yer teeth, and grin like
a chessy cat, will you? Why don’t ye travel? Are ye
sick er tired? I swanny if you don’t travel, I'll make you
—there, take that!” A sugging sound here intimated that
somebody had kicked something ; and then the voice again

—“Well, I vow to man, if he ain’t dead aready; who
ever see the beat of that? Jerusalem! if it ain’t a rat,
ater all ; what a powerful tail! ain’t that a mouth! guess
T’d like to see the egg big enough for you to suck ; if you
didn’t smell so strong, I'd carry you hum, by ginger !
Well, I never, if this don’t beat all.” Here another whis-
tle was heard, whose lengthened sweetness long drawn
out, assured me that the oration was finished ; and off he
went.

I stepped up to the fence, and there upon a little knoll
lay a poor ‘possum. rolled up like a ball, to all appearance
as dead as a mackerel. Presently, however, one little
bright eye half unclosed, then opened entirely ; then the
other ; the head was turned in the direction of the retreat-
ing enemy, and no danger appearing from that quarter,
first one paw, and then another, was put forth, as if to
ascertain the extent of damages received, and apparently
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Tot finding them severe, the poor thing, in its humble way,
commenced sneaking off. A sharp rustle in the cane
checked its career, and,—like Kirby,—it died again.

There I left it, determining to be in time to enjoy
Green’s account of the new mare’s nest which he had dis-
covered.

The man had been so laughed at and quizzed by the lads
(indeed no one could have listened unmoved to the talesof
wonder, and witnessed his mode of “ actin’ em eaut”) that
tired of their ridicule, when he had anything to tell, aban-
doning the parlor, he sought refuge in the kitchen ; for tell
them he must, or die of suppressed marvels, and he pre-
ferred a negro audience to none at all.

The kitchen in the evening was the rendezvous of a
queer patriarchal old negro, named Tom, and his family.
There were Old Tom, and Young Tom, and Little Tom,
and the dog Tommy, one more than Marryatt’s Dominee
discovered—but, in compensation, they claimed a less
number of tails—always to be found after supper, when
not engaged in hunting.

The old man had been the “hunter” upon a large plan-
tation in Alabama, and had not forgotten the art, although
two of his sons, Tom and Buck, now killed the most
game.

There was one singular thing about them. Tom never
failed when geese, turkeys, or anything that wore feathers
was in question, but had never shot a deer. Buck, on the
contrary, was the most skilful deer-hunter in the country,
yet always missed the birds.

This was the society which Green sought, to unburdcn
his overtasked bosom of the miraculous events of the day ;
and it was a perfect study to see the old grey-headed negro
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leaning his head upon the “ manteltree,” gazing in the fire,
to prevent the commission of so gross a piece of disrespect
as laughing in the man’s face, yet quivering all over with
the attempt to prevent it.

Tom and Buek, after listening awhile, usually adjourned
to a neighboring grove, and there woke the night with
their long-suppressed shouts.

On the outside of the eabin the Colonel’s sons stood, so
as to listen, and peep through the crevice, enjoying the
scene, but unobserved themselves.

Green soon announced his intention to go out and kill a
deer, and accordingly borrowed a rifle ; the dogs he could
not borrow, for we had all seen too much of him to intrust
them to his care.

Resisting all efforts upon the boys’ part to accompany
him, he started off early in the morning, crossed the Bayou,
and went over to the large prairie where deer are more
plenty than I have ever seen ‘thém elsewhere. However,
despite their abundance, he returned at night without
game, and in a great rage, denouncing a certain Captain
‘White—who lived some distance down the bayou,—as the
“stupidest fool he ever see.”

It appeared that our friend had found several fine droves
of deer, and tried the very original mode of walking up
sufficiently near to shoot them, but finding that this would
not do, he conceived a new and brilliant idea. As to all
appearances they were very tame, and when startled by
his proximity ran but a short distance, and then stopped,
he imagined there would be no difficulty in uniting the
droves in' sight, and then driving all into White’s cowpen,
there to make a regular battue.

After manceuvring, and walking, and running all day,
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ke at length succeeded in getting a large number very near
the desired spot, and keeping not more than an eighth of
a mile behind them himself.

© But White who was sitting on the fence, wondering
what “ that fool stranger” could be doing now, disregarded
all his signs about letting down the bars, and when the
deer, giving -the pen a wide berth, trotted off again into
the wide prairie, and Green came up in a rage, he was
well laughed at.

All that we could say would not convince him but that
the deer would have gone quietly into the pen, and
remained peaceably there.

The last of Green’s performances that I witnessed was
his sudden exit from the back of a spirited “ Creole” pony
which he would ride, in the hunt of a wild mule. His
horse, perfectly trained to the business, was close upon the
mule’s heels, and seeing the latter turn, wheeled in his
tracks, while Green went on. This was upon the edge of
a water-hole, and our friend received a good ducking, and
some bruises.

As long as he remained upon the prairie, his excessive
vanity and extensive knowledge led him into fresh diffi-
culties ; he started a brick-kiln, burnt a coal-pit, cut cord-
wood, bought & market-boat, and tried trading upon the
bayou, but finally was forced to return to Galveston, and
go to hard work as a blacksmith, in order to earn money
enough to pay his passage home.

An event that occurred during this summer, in our usu-
ally quiet settlement, must not go unnoticed, and to it
shall a long chapter be devoted.



CHAPTER XXVIIIL
GENERAL BRIGHT'S TOM—A DARK STORY.

THE character of the Southern negro is but little under-

stood at the North. Their infirmity of purpose, their

impotence to understand or contend against argument, the

facility with which they can be persuaded to anything by

a white man whom they deem a friend, and their savage

vindictiveness of temper when provoked, are such that

one shudders with horror at the inevitable consequences .
of their being turned loose en masse to shift for themselves,

a prey to all the dark master spirits among them.

The plantation of General Bright was delightfully
situated upon the bay, along whose banks it extended for
more than a mile. The soil was excellent, as the prodi-
gious growth of weeds in his field proved, and unfortu-
nately they also gave in very clear evidence of great
neglect, upon the part of the owner, and equally great
incompetence on that of the overseer.

Public business, heavy law suits, in which he was pro-
fessionally engaged, and extensive speculations in land,
occupied much of the General’s time abroad, and required
his stady when at home. His overseer, a lazy German,
utterly unfitted for his situation, and far more of a compa-
nion than a master for the negroes, was in consequence
cordially despised by them, as coming within the list of
« poor white folks,” a class they think almost beneath con-
tempt.
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As an illustration of the manner in which the work was
done, or rather left undone, upon the plantation, I will
mention an incident.

One fine summer morning I mounted my horse gome time
before sunrise, with the intention of visiting the General
upon some business. I made so early a start because I
knew he was to leave for Houston after breakfast, and
during that meal I could arrange matters with him.

As I approached the field fence, by a road cut through
the heavy timber that everywhere skirts the shore, I fell
into pleasant reverie, induced by fresh air from the bay,
the songs of a thousand birds, and the perfume of count-
less flowers, whose beauty captivated my eye, and whose
odor charmed the senses. I let the reins fall npon the
neck of my horse, who seemed to be as much pleased as
hi» master, and walked along very leisurely, making no
more noise than a cat, upon the heavy carpet of leaves
Deneath his feet.

I was at length aroused by an abrupt pause upon the
part of the animal, who evinced great uncasiness, snuffed
the air with suspicion, pawed the ground impatiently, and
becoming satisfied that a screw was loose somewhere,
made an effort to turn back. I, however, forced him to
go on, and soon came in sight of something that puzzled
me not a little. In a cow-pen a short distance before me
I saw a number of arms and legs in most violent motion ;
so rapid indeed that I could not estimate their number.
My horse progressed from snuffing to snorting, and from
exhibiting a disinclination to proceed, to showing a very
strong determination to get out of the scrape, even if he
had to run away to doit. A severe application of the long
and sharp rowels of my Mexican spurs, brought him to his
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senses, and a spring or two carried us abreast the object
of his dread, and my wonder. In the middle of the cow-
pen, where his body had been partially concealed from me
by the trunk of a large tree, was a negro dancing most
vigorously a¢ the post—or “potean,” as it is termed—
that stood there. So occupied was he, that he neither
heard nor saw me, but continued his extravagant saltatory
cxercise. He would bow to the post, jump up and kick
his heels together, shuffle upon the heel and toe, mean-
while keeping his arms in motion like the sails of a wind-
will.

An empty pail in one corner, and half a dozen calves
standing very placidly by as many cows, and all gazing
with meck wonder, and perfect quiet—save when one of
the small fry would seem to attempt an awkward imitation
of so unapproachable an original—proved that the chan e
of milk for breakfast was rather dubious.

‘With us, the calves are permitted to take the latter and
better half of the milk, but in Texas the invariable custom
is to turn them in first, and after allowing them a fair
share, to drag them out again. A Texas cow, denied the
privilege of attending to the wants of her offspring before
all others, would refuse peremptorily to stand and deliver
her milky treasures.

The whole thing was self-evident. Berry had turned in
his calves, and intended to amuse himself with practising
a few of his peculiar steps—perhaps a new pas, for he was
the beau par excellence of the plantation—uwhile they were
breakfasting ; but becoming excited by the dance, en-
chanted by the amiability of the young lady represented
by the post, or perhaps intent nupon the execution of some
marvellous enfrechdt, he had forgotten the world and all



282 GENERAL BRIGHT'S TOM.

its cares, and might for all I know, have worked away
until noon, had not a peal of laughter, no longer to be
repressed by me, awaked him very suddenly. Tis surprise
and alarm were about as Iudicrous as any part of the per-
formance. Catching hold of his top-knot—where his hat
should have been, if he had not danced it off—he jerked a
bow to me, then dismissing the ealves in a fury, ke fell to
work upon the nearest cow. The animal locked around
with an expression of great disdain, and slowly raising
her most convenient foot, sent Berry and his pail rolling
upon the ground ; then walking to the bars, turned round
facing the enemy, and evidently enjoying the fun.

The negro jumped up in confusion worse confounded,
clapped the pail on his head in lieu of his hat, discovered
his mistake, pitched it off again, and then seeing that I
was sitting very quietly, and exceedingly amused, he
thought it best to say something.

“ Mornin’, Massa Phil, berry fine mornin’ dis ere to be
ridin’ out in ; ’pears Massa gwine to breakfas long wid de
Gen’l.” .

“Yes, very fine morning, Berry, and a fine tumble
you've had, and a fine lot of milk youll nof have, I should
think, by appearances.”

‘“Hi, Massa, dog on de cow anyway "—throwing a club
at her, which mark of attention was received with rather
an ominous bow upon the animal’s part—* yes, Massa, dern
no 'count calves done fool me agin.”-

“Fooled you again, Berry ? Why, boy, you've fooled
yourself, and your master.”

“ Now look heah, Massa Phil, I told you de truff; dem
calves de smartest critters you cber sec; dey gits out
o’ de pen, and gits all de milk, and den jumps back agin,



TOM AND MILLY. 283

so I shan’t cateh ’em at it. I wer jest practizin’long wid
Miss Post dar, and waitin’ for ’em, but dey didn’t get de
fust drop, Massa—dey done got it all afore.”

“Well, that’s a very fine story, Berry, but what will Mr.
Donks say to you?”

“ Oh, I don’t keer for Massa Donks; ain’t much ’count
no way.”

“1 believe you, Berry; but the General will miss his
milk and give you an overhauling.”

“ Ain’t gwine to, Massa Phil. I tell him bout what
smart calves he’s got, den he laugh and forget all ’bout
it.”

So it turned out, and so everything turned out upon the
General’s plantation. The negroes, free from any proper
control, did as they pleased, and far from being of any use
to themselves or others, were universally esteemed a pub-
lic nuisance, and ordered to keep at a respectable distance
from the few plantations in the vicinity.

With two exceptions, the negroes were naturally good
epough, and under a careful master would have been
valuable hands, but among them were two that were the
dread of the settlement—an old family nurse named Milly,
who had perfect liberty from her master to go and come
as she pleased, enjoyed the reputation of a witch among
the blacks, who obeyed her implicity, and among the
whites was believed to be at the bottom of all the deviltry
among the negroes for fifty miles around ; the other was a
very powerful man named Tom, whose former owner had
sold him to the General for a song, being impelled thereto
by personal fear, and the fact that one of his slaves, who
had offended the rascal one day, was found in a gully
dead, and evidently murdered, on the next. Some inqui-
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ries were instituted without satisfactory result, and it was
supposed that the planter, having lost one negro, did not
wish to lose another, so that the investigation was not
very rigidly conducted by him at least.

General Bright had several carpenters employed in
finishing a new house, to replace one that had bee myste-
riously burned. With one exception, these men were all
strangers, men that wandered about, not having been
regularly brought up to their business, but knowing just
enough to handle a plane and broad-axe, and without any
fixed home, they worked at anything that happened to
present itself.

In the Texan vocabulary, all men who have a mere
inkling of any trade or profession, are ealled “ jack-legs.”
You will hear of “jack-leg” lawyers, * jack-leg” preachers,
and “jack-leg” doctors.

These men were “ jack-leg” carpenters.

Not far from the General’s plantation lived an old
sailor known to everybody as Jack Rowse, or more usually
Jack—and a thorough jack he was at almost all trades ; car-
pentering, boat-building, seine-making, clearing, farming,
all came natural to Jack, who cultivated ‘a small field, and
managed a small stock of cattle, the property of two
orphan boys. Jack had been for years an inmate of the
house, and a familiar of the family, and when the father, and
soon after the mother, fell victims to the fatal fall fever,
Jack established himself as the guardian of two lads of
the respective ages of twelve and eight, and performed his
duties so well that no one thought of disputing his title to
the post.

Among the carpenters was one named Deane, entirely
unknown to any of the Bay settlers. He had fraternized



MYSTERIOUS DISAPPEARANCE. 285

with Jack, probably in order that he might have the use
of an excellent grindstone belonging to the latter.

One Monday morning, Deane walked over to Jack’s to
grind a number of plane bits, but did not return. A mes-
senger was despatched by his comrades in search of him,
and learned that he had been at Jack’s, ground all his
bits, and set forth upon his return at about 11 A.M. The
distance from the spot where he had been at work to
Jack’s house, was not over half a milei the plantation
fence itself was not more than one fourth of that distance,
and would have been very plainly visible but for a
small strip of wood that extended on both sides of it.
Although there was mnot another house within three
miles, this disappearance did not excite any particular
apprehension at the time ; for, from what little was known
of Deane, he was supposed to be a roving character, here
. to-day, and gone to-morrow. It was also known that he
had some acquaintance among the boatmen of the Bay,
and it did not scem impossiblé that he might have met
gome of them while returning to the General’s, and been
persuaded by them to go down to Galveston on a frolic.
It was known that he had obtained some money on the
previous Saturday from his employer, who, on the eve of
departing for Houston, had paid off his workmen.

A discovery was made, however, in the course of the
week that excited great apprehensions for his safety.
There lived upon the bayou, some six miles distant, two or
three families who supported themselves by cutting cord-
wood, and selling it to the Galveston boatmen. With
these Deane had some acquaintance, having occasionally
made a few trips upon some of the boats.

On the Sunday previous to his disappearance. he had



286 GENERAL BRIGHT'S TOM.

walked over to the bayou and spent the day there. He
was in a very gay and talkative mood, boasted of being
about to leave for New Orleans, whenee he intended to go
up the river, and visit his parents, and exhibited a valua-
ble gold watch and chain, and a handful of gold, of which
he said he had five hundred dollars about his person—a
prodigious sum in the eyes of his aundience.

The matter now assumed so serious an aspect that Col.
Pratt, an intimate friend of the General, and a man of
wealth and standing, determined upon a thorough search
for the body, supposing that the rumor of the money that
Deane carried about him, might have reached the ears of
some of the boatmen—among whom were those of more
than dubious character—and that, returning from Jaek’s,
he had been set upon and murdered, while in the piece of
woods between the two houses—a little prairie of perhaps
two acres, and a small newly-cleared field being all the
open ground from Jack’s door-yard fence, to Gen. Bright’s
new house. The whole wood was searched over, but in
vain, and the first week passed away without any clue to
the missing man’s fate. 3

Jack Rowse, with whom—owing to some skill in boat-
ing and fishing that I possessed—1 was a great favorite,
came up to see me, and indueed me to go carefully over the
ground with him. Jack felt very badly from two reasons.
He was evidently grieved at the man’s probable fate, and
feared that in some manner he might be implicated,
although the two boys were present during the time of
Deane’s visit, and in fact hardly out of sight of Jack’s dur-
ing the remainder of the day.

On the afternoon of Wednesday of the ensuing week,
Charles, the elder of the two boys—now a bright lad of



THE BODY DISCOVERED. 287

fourteen years, and as knowing'in signs and trails as an
Indian—rode up to old Doctor Wheaton’s, where I had
been for the day, and called me out of the house. He had
evidently ridden hard, and was very much excited.

“ Heavens, Charles,” said I, “ what is the matter? Have
you found Deane or his body ?”

“Yes, sir,” he answered. “I found his body, and Rowse
is in a terrible way about it. He wants you to ride down
immediately, and bring five or six men with you, and to be
particular who they are. I heard that you were at Col.
Pratt’s, and when I found that you were here, I didn’t
want to let on anything about it, but he saw how queer I
looked, and I had to tell him. Rowse says if he had found
the body and told of it, it wouldn’t be so bad, and he wants
to know if you don’t think we had better say we found
it together ?”

“ By no means, Charles,” I answered ; “no honest man
will accuse Rowse of having anything to do with the mat-
ter, and as for the others, who have probably had a hand
in it, and may wish to throw the guilt upon some one else,
we are too strong for them, and know them too well besides.
You must not think of deviating a hair’s breadth from
the truth, for if you are questioned, you would be sure to
betray the prevarication, and then there would be trouble
in earnest. But where did you find the body 2”

“Right between the house and the field,” said Charles,
“and not ten steps from the path to the General’s.”

It appears that Rowse and Charles had been working
for several days in the small field within a stone’s throw
of the spot where the body lay concealed, and had noticed
at times a peculiar and unpleasant odor, but without hav-
ing the most remote idea as to its cause. Charles had
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been sent to hunt up a pair of oxcn, and not being able to
find but one of them, remembering the effluvia that had
filled the air for the week past, and thinking that the miss-
ing ox might have been killed by some accident, and be
the oceasion of the smell, endeavored to find the spot from
which it proceceded. He examined the thickets around
the little prairie carefully, passed and repassed a small
clump of sassafras, without peeping in it, but at last had
his attention attracted to it by the flocks of carrion crows,
and buzzards wheeling and circling above it.

The cluster of bushes was not more than ten feet in
length, and about half as many in breadth, but the young
sassafras shoots were thick and straight as young cane,
and perfectly defied visual penetration. It would almost
seem that the spot had been especially contrived to eun-
ningly conceal some such deed as it now did. The bushes
grew in a perfect oval form around a spot of bare ground,
Jjust large enough for the body of a man to lie upon at full
length. Charles parted the bushes, and there stiff and
stark lay the horrid corpse of a man, stretched out upon
his back, with his arms extended behind his head, as if he
had fallen backwards and expired in a fit. The eyes, fixed
and staring, seemed to gaze in an awful manner upon the
sky, and had doubtless protected the body from the
ravages of the obseene birds that flitted ever near. The
filthy charnel bectle and the loathsome worm, however,
were not to be so’ deceived, and had claimed their dues.

Charles, frightened at the horror before him, and almost
fainting at the fetid odor, seareely glanced at the dread
object, and rushed to the house to call Rowse. The old
sailor, not so easily daunted, examined the body more par-
ticularly, taking especial pains to stand in the footprints
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of Charles, and to disturb nothing either on the ground or
among the bushes. One of the hands of the dead man
grasped a long butcher knife, in the other were the plane
bits ; while on the ground, and immediately under his arm-
pits, lay two large watermelons.

Charles—who would not ventare upon another sight—
upon hearing his companion’s description of the body and
its accessories, immediately declared that the man had
been killed, and then placed go as the idea might be
received that he had died a sudden, but not violent, death,
but Rowse inclined to the opposite belief.



CHAPTER XXIX.
GENERAL BRIGHT'S TOM, CONCLUDED.

Havixg obtained the assistance of some half-dozen men,
and among them the old doctor of the settlement, and
a young but very skilful surgeon, a German, who had
served professionally in the army, and was then living on
the Bay, I set forth for the secene of the murder, or what-
ever else it might be. Upon approaching the place I
begged my companions to keep away from the spot until
Dr. Graam—the surgeon—and I, had carefully examined
the ground about it ; but as we rode up to the field fence
Col. Pratt, with two others, came in upon the other side
at full gallop, and throwing loose the reins of their horses,
hastened to obtain a view ; and my men, unable to resist
the temptation, immediately followed their example.

I will not dwell upon the shocking and revolting sight
that met our gaze. One look was enough for all except
Graam, who, more accustomed to such spectacles, proceeded
to examine the body as well as he could.

Rowse, who then came up, went to his assistance ; and
the two reported to us that the right shoe was only partly
upon the foot, the left had, apparently, been put on hastily,
and that both strings were broken. The clothes appeared
to be somewhat drawn up, but so far had decomposition
progressed, that they could not ascertain correctly.

A nephew of Gen. Bright’s, with the carpenters, arrived
at this moment, and the former, taking Pratt aside, held a
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close and animated conversation with him. One of the
Carpenters asked Rowse if he had observed the butcher’s
knife when he was at his house for the last time.

“Yes,” replied Rowse, “and he said he took it away
from Tom, who had been in the bush for some time; and
just as Deane came to the fence, there sat the nigger on
the ground asleep. Deane tried to make him go home,
but couldn’t, and after a tussle got the knife away, and
Tom run off.”

“ Good heaven,” exclaimed Graam, “ why didn’t you say
so before? That black scoundrel is the murderer; for
that man’s been murdered, or I knmow nothing about
death.”

“ No such thing, doctor,” said Pratt. “I’ve been talking
with Mr. Bright about it, and he is very sure the negro
came home on Sunday night, and was at work all day Mon-
day in the cornfield.”

“Yes!” added Bright, “ and I want to know two things.
‘Who besides Rowse saw the knife in Deane’s possession ?
I don’t wonder Rowse feels uneasy ; although I am sure
Deane helped himself to a pair of watermelons out of the
patch in the field, and had just sat down to eat them when
he was taken with a fit. I also want to know of you, Dr.
Graam, what authority you have for asserting that the man
was murdered.”

“Because, sir,” replied Graam, “no man’s body could
present such an appearance after death caused by a fit of
any kind ; there would be a contraction of the muscles
and distortion of the limbs. And I am, moreover, certain
that the death-blow—administered by whomsoever it may
have been—was as instantaneous in its effects 88 the
lightning from heaven.” (Here one of the carpenters
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approached the speaker, and a word or two in a low tone
of voice passed between them, when the doctor went on.)
“ As to your assertion that Tom was at home on Monday,
I know the reverse to have been the ease. I wasat the
plantation on Monday evening, and he had not come in
then ; and, moreover, your overseer told me so himself.
If he came in on Monday at all it must have been late at
night.”
“Ican tell you, Graam,” retorted young Bright, “my
uncle is absent from home, but I shall protect his property.
+ Here is a man found dead, and so you would like to take
one of our negroes and string him up without knowing
anything about the cause of the man’s death; withont
having anything like proof that he met with foul play ; or
even if you knew he had been murdered, without the
. slightest shade of evidence against Tom.”

“Permit me to say one word,” said I. *“ We have no
idea of hanging the negro; not one word has been said
about it in any way; but we intend to investigate this
matter thorotighly, and the more so, because there is con-
vineing proof that the man kas met with a bloody end.
Had he fallen in a fit those large melons would have
broken, and, moreover, they would not have remained in
theif present position ; then, again, it would be an utter
impossibility for any one to carry them under his arms,
were they not more than of half the size. See, one hand
i8 occupied with a knife and the other full of plane-bits.
How came one shoe to be off, the strings of both to be
broken? How came the man’s clothes drawn up? I will
tell yon: he was killed, and then dragged by the feet
into the bush.” ‘

Not wishing to enter into a controversy, I now went

Ta

s
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round upon the south side of the little thicket, where, as
yet, the grass was undisturbed by foot-prints. I spoke
quietly to Charles, and unobserved, we commenced a close
examination of the ground. At the end of the bushes we
found two that had been partly broken and then appa-
rently set up again, although the breaking might have
been done by cattle, or even by the man, if it were possi-
ble that he had entered alive. We could find nothing on
the ground or in the grass to satisfy us; still it did appear
as if something had been dragged over it; but knowing
the suspicion that dwelt in my mind, I determined to say
nothing at present, but to survey the scene in detail on the
next day.

Returning to the disputants, we found that from words
there was some prospeet of their proeeeding to blows, and
nothing but a determined interposition on the part of the
rest prevented it.. No new fact had been elicited, except
that a planter, who lived a mile farther from the spot than
General Bright, declared that he heard a loud shot on the
Bay shore at precisely half-past twelve on the said Mon-
day ; and Rowse and Charles also remembered having
heard it, although until it was mentioned, the fact had
passed from their minds, the oecurrence being of so eommon
a nature; and at the time there was no eause to particu-
larly direct their attention to it.

The shot was, by the planter’s aceount, in the direction
of the spot where the body lay ; and Rowse, who was upon
the other side, was very sure the report was in the direc-
tion of the Gieneral’s plantation.

At this mement two of the ecarpenters, who had slipped
quietly away, returned with Tom in custody, and accom-
panied also by old Milly, who made a great outery, and
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said that she had been by the spot where the man lay
every day since he had disappeared, and pretended to be
very much frightened at the great danger she had incurred
in so doing.

Pratt bade her be still, for, said he, *if there’s been any
mischief on foot, old woman, you have been at the bottom
of it.”

He then eaused the negro to be taken where he could
see the remains, but Tom exhibited not the slightest emo-
tion of any kind.

“Tom,” inquired Pratt, “ when did you last see Dcane ?

* Not for more'n tree weck, massa,” the negro replied.

“How came your knife by him then?” demanded
Pratt.

“X done leff him home when I took to the bush, sa,”
answered Tom.

“T tell you what, gentlemen,” interrupted the head ear-
penter, “I have a word or two to say. This man has been
killed, and if he has no friends to revenge him, we will.
That nigger's got to speak, so, boys, let’s put a rope round
his neck and choke the truth out of him.”

“No, no,” said Pratt, *“ hear me first. General Bright
is away, but will return to-morrow ; and his nephew has
requested me, during his absence, to stand in his place. I
make this proposition to you. The negro shall be placed
in your hands for safe keeping, and you must give me your
words that you will not injure him in any way, nor attempt
to extort any confession from him until his master’s return.
You know that the general will see justice done ; and you
also know how shrewd he is, and how far he can see into
a dark question. He will probably return to-morrow.
‘Will you take Tom on these terms?”
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After a few minutes’ consultation they agreed to the
proposition ; and then the question arose as to what dis-
position should be made of the body.

“ We must even bury him as he lies,” said Pratt ; “ when
it is possible, his bones shall have a coffin and a funeral.”

And so we buried him ; drew the earth and heaped it
above him. A horrible burying, but all that we eould do.

A feeling of deep sadness took possession of us all, and
the three parties mounted their horses in silence and rode
off. Before I had ridden ten rods, Charles came galloping
up, and said he wished to speak to me.

“What is it, Charles ?” said I.

“T want to know what we shall do!” he replied.

“It is now growing dark,” said I, “and you can do
pothing. Early to-morrow morning you had better takea
wide cirele around the ecluster of bushes, and walk round
and round, drawing slowly in towards them, and examin-
ing closely every bit of the ground that you pass over. If
that man was killed, he was not killed where he now lies ;
and such a deed cannot have been committed without
leaving some trace. Whether you make any discovery or
not, ride up and see me. I shall stay at the doctor’s for &
day or two.” And so we parted.

Biit on the next day the windows of keaven were opened,
and the rain—as if sent to wash the blood from the earth’s
bosom—descended in a eontinued torent. So violent was
the storm that stern necessity alone could indace any one
to leave the friendly shelter of his roof-tree, and all per-
quisition and search regarding the fatal affair, would have
been in vain. °

On Friday morning the sun came forth bright and glo-
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rious. After waiting some time to hear from Charles and
Rowse ; the elder doctor—the younger was down with the
ague—a neighbour, and I, had ecaught up our horses to
ride down to the shore, when Charles made his appearance,
seeming very much excited.

He was very sure that he had discovered the place
where the deed had been done. Pursuing the course that
T had advised, he came upon a bare spot, and he stooped
down to examine it closely. The grass had been trampled
down and was quite dead, and looking from the place to
the cluster of bushes, it was very plain to sec that some-
thing had been dragged from the former to the latter.
The rain of the previous day, that had invigorated the
grass around, seemed to have borne to the ground all that
over which the body had been drawn. The reason for this
was obvious, All the herbage in the vicinity had pre-
viously become quite dry and drooping, and as the dis-
tance between the two places was not more than five or
six rods, it required but little ingenuity for the murderor
to brush up and arrange the portion over which he had
drawn his guilty burden. The rain that invigorated the
surrounding grass, crushed that to the carth.

On arriving at the place we found that Charles was per-
fectly correct in his assertions. Nor was this all. Upon
examining the earth, it appeared to have been completely
soaked with,blood, and in it, the vile beetle was at work.
The peculiar and fetid odor, alone, was sufficient tes-
timony.

Taking a small portion of the earth, I wrapped it in a
piece of paper, and immediately rode across the prairie to
Col. Pratt’s. I found him at home, seated upon his piazza,



RUNNING JACK. 207

and without any preliminary conversation produeed my
parcel, and requested him to examine it, and to tell me
what the strange smell that pervaded it was like.

He answered immediately : “ Why, sir, this came from
the earth upon which Deane’s body lies, there is no mis-
taking it.”

“ No, Colonel,” said I, “it did not ; but it eame from
the spot upon which he was murdered, and where his life-
blood was poured out.”

I then explained to him all the eircumstances, and he
admitted that we were doubtless correct in our comjec-
tures with regard to the murder.

“But,” said he, “ the General has returned, and we must
go over at once and inform him.”

‘We did so, and found the general quite prepared for
such a communication. As soon as he had reached home,
and heard the facts, he had made up his mind that murder
had been committed ; and immediately taking Tom, had
whipped him very severely. At first the negro was
obstinate and pleaded innocence, but finally confessed, that
while in the bush he came across Running Jack—a negro
quite as notorious in Texas as “ Three Fingered Jack” of
the story book ever was—that Jack witnessed the tussle
between Deane and himself, and endeavored to persuade
him to a bloody revenge, and when he refused, that Jack,
threatening to shoot him if he interfered, took his musket,
crouched down in a gully near the path, and when Deane
came along, shot him down, and then cuf his throat. Being
terribly frightened, he made his escape from Jack when
the latter was asleep, and then went home to the plan-
tation. -

“This,” said the General, *is Tom’s story, and I have

13. B
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no reason either to believe or to disbelieve it ; but one
thing is certain, we must procure all the assistance that we
can, and drive every thicket about here. If Tom’s story
be true, there is little doubt but that Jack is yet about,
and must be hunted down, or he will do more mischief.
This must be done immediately. To-morrow will be
Saturday, and if you, Mr. P., will go up prairie and
raise what men you can, and also send some one to the
upper settlement, and a third person across the Bayou, I
think that by Sunday morning we can muster sixty or
seventy men. If possible, let them rendezvous as carly as
ten on Sunday morning at the doctor’s ; then spread your
line well aeross the prairie, and drive down to the shore.
If Jack is about, we will have him. I shall not leave the
plantation while my scoundrel is here, and as the whole
settlement is very much excited, I would wish to keep Pratt
here also ; for though I am determined to see justice done,
I am also determined to have it done legally, or at least
after due consideration in the premises.”

I informed him of my willingness to aid him in the affair
in any manner; and after some more conversation, and
settling definitely the course to be pursued, took my
leave.

Early the next morning I left for up-prairie to beat up
recruits ; two others having gone in different directions
for the same purpose ; and by Sunday, at the appointed
hour, so well had we succeeded, that some eighty men, well
armed and mounted, met at the rendezvous.

Spreading ourselves out, we commenced driving down
towards the shore, drawing every thicket carefully, but all
in vain—no Running Jack was to be found. At1P.M.
we had gone over all the ground, and met at Rowse’s
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field. Dismounting, we hitched our horses to the fence,
and went in a body to the scene of the murder.

As carefully as we had covered the body, the heavy rain
had washed away a por tlon of the earth, and left exposed
an arm and hand.

The arm was extended, and the hand opened, as if
pleading—not for “the voice and utterance” of our tongues,
but for vengeance, speedy and sure.

The effect of this horrible spectacle was terrific, and if
the negro had been upon the ground, his life had not been
worth five minutes’ purchase.

Americans, however, even when terribly excited, do
everything in a formal manner, and although flying in the
very face of the law, proceed in a systematic and ceremo-
nious way about it.

While we were organizing pro jformd, a new comer
arrived from Houston, and brought the intelligence that
Running Jack had been taken beyond Austin, and three
hundred miles away from us, a day or so before the murder
was committed. This seemed to settle all question with
regard to the guilt of the accused, and there is little
doubt but that he would have met with a speedy retribu-
tion, had not the arrival of young Bright, with a request
from his uncle that we would all ride over to his house,
interrupted the proceedings at first, and then incidentally
broke up the meeting.

Dr. Graam arose, and asked us to refuse the General’s
request, until we had arranged in what manner we should
appear before him ; whether as his guests, or with a *
formal demand for the person of Tom. Bright replied to
him in an insulting manner, and in an instant issue was
joined. Such a fight I had never witnessed before, nor do
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I wish to witness again. They were both unarmed ; the
one weak and reduced by fever, the other a puny youth ;
grappling each other with the ferocity of bull-dogs, but
without the power todo any serious bodily harm, they
rolled over and over upon the ground, and for a long
time all attempts to separate them were useless.

Finally, a small squad of men, disgusted or wearied,
mounted their horses and rode off ; others followed, and
when the two combatants—entirely Aors du combat—were
at last pulled asunder, but few remained on the ground,
and those few immediately followed on to the General’s.

When we arrived at the plantation, we found him
addressing the crowd. He stated that he had now no
doubt of Tom’s guilt, and that he pledged his word to
place the prisoner in Houston jail immediately, and to
assist in the prosecution ; but he also said that he ques-
tioned whether there was sufficient testimony to convict
the negro. He spoke long and well, and when he con-
cluded, some accepted his invitation to dinner, and others
rode off without it.

The General kept his word, although with diffieulty, for
before he could lodge the negro in jail, the latter made his
escape three times, and was as often retaken—once after
he had been off for two weeks.

When Tom was incarcerated, the jail had no other
tenants, but soon after, two white desperadoes were
placed there to keep him company, and the next night the
‘three disappeared:

One was retaken months after ; and from him it was
learned that Tom had been taken far off and sold. This
proved to be true, and it was also true that he deserted
his new master the next day, probably to be sold again.
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A negro answering his deseription, was just at this time
sold to a planter in Louisiana, near the Texas line, and
within a week, was found in the woods near by, with his
throat cut from ear to ear—a fate not surprising at all
under the circumstances—the death wound having beyond
doubt been inflicted by the man who ran him off, as a pre-
caution to prevent discovery and tale-telling.

In conclusion, I will state that after Tom’s incarcera-
tion, he confessed the murder, but expressed no sorrow
for the deed—only regret that he could not also kill his
master.



CHAPTER XXX.
THE CRISIS.

DurinG the occurrence of the events recorded in the pre-
vious chapter, Col. Ting had been from home, nor did he
return until Tom had been lodged in jail. I was sitting
upon the piazza, one fine evening in the end of August,
when I perceived the Colonel riding briskly along between
the two islands that separated us from the main prairie ;
and calling one of the boys to take his horse, I walked out
to meet him.

He was particularly silent and reserved, and had an
expression of countenance that puzzled me. To my
inquiry of “how he had succeeded, and if anything was
the matter ?” he replied that he had been very fortunate,
but that something had occurred which annoyed him very
much, and that after supper he would tell me, but was
very desirous to keep it from hig family.’

After supper we walked down to the bayou, and the
Colonel informed me of what he had done during his
absence. He had been fortunate beyond his expectations
in procuring testimony, but turning. aside from the
Houston road—after he had crossed the bayou—to call
upon Mr. Roberts, had met with a rather serious adven-
ture.

Mr. Roberts lived some distance down the river, upon
an odd kind of bayou, known as Oyster Creqk, and as
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Ting left the main road to take the trail that led
down river, a man rode out of a point of timber near
by, and galloped up, with the intention of addressing
him.

“Is your name Ting ?” demanded the stranger.

“Tt is,” replied the Colonel. * What then 2”

“ Much,” answered the other. “It is known to some
that don’t love you particularly, that you will be here to-
day. I have been left to look after you, should you
take the Houston road ; there are others in the timber,
and your life will be in danger if you keep on your pre-
sent track.”

“How do I know that ?” demanded Ting. “How do I
know but that you wish to lead me into an ambush?
Why should I have faith in you ?”

T shall not answer,” was the reply, “but I speak the
truth nevertheless, and risk my own life by so doing ; if
any one has seen us together, I am sold. Take care of
yourself ;” and clapping spurs to his horse, he galloped
off.

Ting dashed after him, but his travel-wearied horse was
no match for the fresh animal of the stranger, and giving
- up the attempt after a short brush, he rode back to the
trail. Deliberating a moment, he came to the conclusion
that if any danger was to be apprehended, it would most
likely be from following the man’s advice, for, by his own
confession, he was the accomplice of villains. He there-
fore took the trail, riding, however, very slowly, and look-
ing about him very carefully. Well was it that he did so,
for he had not proceeded far before discovering a horse
apparently hitched by his bridle at some distance in the
open woods.
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Ting paused for a moment, then heard a slight
rustle in a bunch of bushes ncar him. Putting spurs to
his horse, he dashed at the spet. A rifle barrel protruded
—the sharp eclick-click of the lock was heard—a cap
exploded, followed by no other report, and a man jumping
from his place of concealment, rushed into the forest.
Ting pursued, but a thicket on the banks of an adjacent
bayou favored the fugitive, and he escaped.

The horse that had been hitched, alarmed at the noise,
broke his bridle and ran off, and Ting had nothing
else to do but to resume his journey, with quite enough
upon his mind, to exercise it fully during the rest of the
day.

He went to Roberts’s plantation, arranged some busi-
ness with him, and reached Houston first, and home after-
wards, without further adventure, but the one was quite
enough.

It was very plain that some of the gang had determined
to take his life, and it was very probable that they were
aware of the active steps which his emissaries were taking
to obtain proof against them, and bring them to justice.
He determined upon open war, and war to the knife, as
far ag Horsely was concerned.

On the succceding day I left for Houston, where I
met Roberts, who arrived there the same evening that I
did.

The events of that night we shall both remember as long
28 memory sits upon her throne.

After a supper at the Old Capitol, Mr. Roberts and I
walked down to the prineipal bar-room of the place, and
having obtained ecigars, lit them, and sat down to con-
verse.
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The room was large, and well tenanted. Around every
table were groups of men, smoking, drinking, and playing
dominoes.

Suddenly the loud report of a gun near at hand was
heard. In an instant a man shrieking “ Murder” roshed
into the room, ran up to the bar, and caught hold of the
brass railing in front. Before he had half crossed the
floor, another person sprang in at the same door, and
hardly had the first seized the bar railing, when the other
struck him down by a blow upon the head, from a clubbed
musket which he brandished in both hands. The mur-
derer was instantly seized, acd the murdered raised and
placed upon a settee. Medical assistance was at hand,
but useless. 3

Upon examining the body, it was found to have been
shot right through the heart.

The coroner and the sheriff were immediately sent for,
but before their arrival, the perpetrator of the horrid
deed was called upon by those present to give the reason
for its commission.

The wretch—who was no other than Horsely—seemed
very calm, and in no way alarmed. He told a very
straightforward story, and said that the man he had killed,
was & notorious desperado, who had been hired to take hig
—Horsely’s—Ilife, and then produced a letter purporting
to have been written by a person living upon Spring
Creek, that gave him warning of the design. He also
said that the man had followed him and dogged him at
night for the last week ; that he had repeatedly seen him
sneaking about in an open lot behind his house, and that
while sitting at the window in the second story, a few
minutes before, he noticed something moving about in the



306 THE CRISIS.

high weeds beneath him. He left the window, and pro-
curing his gun, returned, and sat down again. Presently
a rifle barrel was pointed at him, and he, seizing his gun,
fired immediately at the half-visible object. We knew the
rest.

The sheriff and coroner arrived ; Horsely was taken
into custody by the former, and the latter commenced his
legal examination, which resulted in a verdict of “ Wilful
Murder.” ° .

Horsely, however, made light of the affair, and when
brought before the Justice next morning, told his story
in a bold, nonchalant manner, and named several per-
sons who, he said, were knowing to the main facts of the
case.

Most persons present believed his statement, and even
thought he had “done the state some service.” As the
case proceeded, the aspect of affairs changed. The gun
which he said was in the hands of his victim, was found
in the weeds. It was unbreeched by a gunsmith, and
found to contain a load that had evidently been in it for
years. It was identified ; and the owner, on being pro-
duced in court, swore that Horsely had some days before
asked him if he had any old gun stowed away that no one
knew ; and that he had loaned him the one then in court.
It was also proved that the prisoner had been to others
for the same purpose. Several persons testified to having
geen Horsely and the murdered man repeatedly late at
night in close conversation.

Upon examining the spot where the deed was com-
mitted, it was plain that the man had been seated on a
“piece of timber at the time he was shot. The footprints
of Horsely proved pretty conclusively that he had been
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sitting by his side, and the direction in which the slugs
entered the boards of a house against which the piece
of timber rested, established the fact that the shot was
fired from the corner of Horsely’s house, and by a person
kneeling or stooping.

In spite of all the efforts of eminent counsel, Horsely was
refused bail, and delivered into the sheriff’s custody, to
await his trial in the District Court. As the session was
to commence on the ensuing week, there was every pros-
pect of short work being made in the matter ; but a change
of venue was obtained, and the prisoner sent to Malden for
trial.

Malden was also my destination, and although it had
not been my intention to have gone there so soon, yet,
Roberts and Ormsby, who were attending court in Hous-
ton, deemed it best to keep Horsely in sight, thinking that
some benefit might accrue to our cause from his present
situation.

In fact his capture had already led to important disco-
veries; a gang of counterfeiters had been exposed, and
some persons suddenly left Houston and its vicinity without
any intention of returning. -

On arriving at Malden we found the prisoner under
very careful watch and ward, confined in a strong hewed-
log building, and bound with chains.

From some developments that had been made since the
murder, it was now certain that by it, the prisoner had
incurred the enmity of his clan, and that the murdered
man was one of their principal agents. He it was who
had warned Ting of his danger in the Brazos; and for
this, as well as from a fear of further developments,
Horsely had determined to close his mouth for ever.
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Ormsby now brought an old friend, Sol Wilgus, into
play again; but Sol could get but little from Horsely
about our papers or the suit, except an offer to give up all,
if Ormsby would defernd him and bring him off clear.

On the Saturday afternoon succeeding our arrival in
Malden, Ormsby and I had mounted our borses with the
intention of riding a few miles to a friend’s plantation,
where we intended to pass Sunday, when Sol came up and
inquired where we were going. We told him; and he
endeavored to persuade us to remain, warning us of an
1mpend1ng shower, which he said Would be sure to give us
wet jackets.

‘We refused at first to listen to his advice, but at last
Ormsby, who thought there might be more in it than at
first met the eye, said, ’

“Sol, what do you mean ? you know it can’t rain before
we get to Smith’s ; if there is any reason why we should
stay here to-night, say so at once.”

“Well, Judge,” he replied, “I reckon you’d better stay,
that’s a fact ; prehaps if you do you'll hear it thunder afore
morning.”

“T think it very likely, Sol,” said I; “but tvhat then ?”

“Well,” he answered, “when it does thunder you'd best
stay to hum till I come, and not go out in the rain and
get wet for nothin’.”

“I shall take your advice, Sol,” returned Ormsby ; and
we dismounted, and concluded to stay, without at all know-
ing why ; but still reposing confidence in our seapegrace
of an aide-de-camp.

The sun had but just set when Sol's prediction was lite-
rally fulfilled ; it did thunder. The rain poured down in
sheets, and the vivid lightning shot to and fro, making the
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blackness of the night blacker yet in the short intervals
between the flashes.

At about nine o’clock we heard it thunder allegorically.
Horsely had escaped ; and in spite of the dreadful storm
that was raging, the town was astir. Remembering Sol’s
counsel we remained at home, and there we soon had
a visit from our emissary. His information about the
intended escape had not been direct, but he had ferreted
out enough to be certain, not only of it, but also of the
direction which the fugitive would take ; and he advised
us to keep still for some time.

“T've spoke,” said he, “to Jo Stebbins (the Sheriff) and
he’ll be up here afore long. You must let all these fools
put out that’s a goin’ to hunt him ; and about eleven, when
all’s quiet and shady, we'll jest mount our nags and trot
out to Whitely’s. Thar’s spies about, but we wont have
em known to our doins. Jake Horsely’s in"the bush and
there he’ll stay till the road’s clar, and then he’ll break for
‘Whitely’s. Ifhe onstgits thar he’s a gone coon. The boys
didn't let him loose for no good. Ie threatened to blow
on em if they didn’t get him eclar, and so they got him
clar, and now they’ll blow him. You keen't (can’t) catch
him ondly when he comes out of the timber and makes for
Whltely s pen, and ef you don’t get him aforc he’s in the
house you never 11 get him alive.”

‘We obeyed Sol’s directions implicitly, and at eleven
mounted our horses and set forth for Whitely’s. Our party
consisted of Roberts, Ormsby, Stebbins, Sol, and myself—
all well armed. The storm had ceased, and the moon now
shone.brightly. The five miles that we had to travel were
soon gone over, and we were within a quarter of a mile
of Whitely’s, when Sol dirccted to dismount and hitch our
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horses. Proceeding stealthily on foot, we came to the
field fence, and followed it around, until we arrived at the
rear, where a beaten path led from the woods to the house.
We dared not approach the latter any more closely for
fear of alarming the dog.

For nearly an hour we watched in silence; then a step
was heard.

“Let him get half over the fence before you make a
show,” whispered Sol.

Onward came the step. It was our man. Concealed
among the trees, we waited until he had passed, and even
until he was quite upon the fence, and then we sprang
at him. Off he fell upon the ground, jumped up and ran
for the house, which he had almost reached, when Sol
caught him, and in a moment we had him securely
pinioned.

We were almost at, and exactly in front of the house.
The noise of the chase and eapture alarmed the inmates,
and as they burst the door open, there we stood con-
fessed with the bright light of a pineknot fire shining
full upon us.

“They've got him, by ——,” shouted one of the ruf-
fians.

“Then d—n him, here’s his grist,” said another, and
Horsely fell, shot through and through by his companions
in crime.

All was confusion, and before we could seize them the
villains made their escape. We carried the wounded man
into the house, and dispatehed Sol for a doctor and a Just-
ice of the peace.

Horsely, who knew that he must die, raved, prayed, and
cursed alternately. The doctor who, with the Justice,
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arrived within an hour, pronounced the wound mortal ; but
said the patient might linger days, yet we thought it better
to take his deposition immediately.

Animated with feelings of revenge against his late asso-
ciates, Horsely made a full confession, and informed me
where I should find the much desired papers. Having done
all in our power for the doomed man, we left him with the
sheriff, the doctor, and Sol.

In three days we were in Houston, where concealed
beneath the floor of Horsely’s house, in a small box, we
found the important documents.

The breaking up of the clan, which resulted from Horse-
1y’s confessions, the flight of the claimants, and the refusal
of the counsel to proceed with their suits, made the game
an easy one upon our side.

And now, having run out one thread of adventure, I am
fearful of drawing another from the tangled skein until I
may discover whether the texture that I have woven, suits
the market or not.
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: LYNCH LAW.

CHAPTER 1.
THE PIONEER ; REGULATORS AND MODERATORS.

“WEO0SO sheddeth the blood of man, by man shall his blood be
shed,” is a doctrine derived from that authority, which is
the acknowledged foundation and corner-stone of all law
among Christian and God-acknowledging nations.

But is there no modification? There is. The spirit of
a law must be regarded in preference to its letter, and the
spirit of this law, emanating directly from God, and
endorsed almost universally by man, is against murder—
cold-blooded, deliberate murder.

In the antieipated fate of the criminal, sickly sentimen-
talists lose sight of the crime, and the day has not yet
passed when women, who would appear to much better
advantage in their legitimate sphere, darning their hus-
bands’ stockings, or preparing the family dinner, throng
the court:rooms, shed tears of false pity, call meetings, cir-
culate petitions, and, more ‘ridiculous and disgraceful still,
send notes of sympathy, encouragement, and condolence,
perhaps even a bouquet, to felons, provided always their
crime be of sufficient magnitude to merit such distinction.

They have set up, as an axiom and a text, that the worsé
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use you can put a man to is to hang him. I do notknow
about this. To turn a man in form, but tiger in heart and
habit, loose upon the world, {s rather worse than to mete
" out to him the punishment which he has deservedly merited,
according to my mode of thinking.

Shut him up in a penitentiary ? and for what parpose?
To remain there one, two, or three years; then to be used
as a political engine by some time-serving Governor, who,
to secure a score of votes, would turn the tiger free, to
glut him with fresh spoil, not improved in feeling or cha-
racter, by his association with those like himself, but
emerging again among men, no longer his fellows, with
embittered feelings of batred and revenge towards the
whole human race.

‘When you can build prison walls so high that no crimi-
nal may scale them, enact laws so stringent that no minion
of office can trample them under foot, for his own, or his
party’s advantage, find jailors so honest that gold cannot
corrupt, or sympathy and pity tempt, and formed, too, of
such stern stuff as to exempt them from danger in the
attack of an infuriate demon ; then, and not till then,
abolish, in fofo, capital punishment.

‘We kear much of circumstantial evidence, of the suffer-
ing of the innoeent, and the escape of the guilty ; but not
one iota of truth exists in one case of one hundred.
Everydle tale of a penny-a-liner, every silly coinage of
the novelist's brain, is picked up, announced as startling
evidence, made capital of, and treated as if it.were as true
as the Holy Writ. The fault exists—for fault there doubt-
Iess is, and not so much in the punishment of the innocent,
as the acquittal of the guilty—in our laws, in too basty
‘ecisions, in bringing mén to trial before proper evidence
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is procured, or the case correctly understood ; and in dis-
charging them—judge and jury knowing them to be guilty
—because sufficient testimony cannot be obtained to satisfy
the technical scruples of the law.

To proceed with my subject ; the first step is to endea-
vor to impress upon the reader’s mind, as well as I may,
the condition of the inhabitants of a newly-settled Terri-
tory or State.

These, I think, may be properly divided into four classes.
First, the hunter and trapper, far, very far, in advance of
civilization ; mixing with the Indian, and, frequently,
without anything like a regular home or shelter. To
these, we might perhaps add the Indian traders, and then
the class would be numerically so small, as scarcely to be
worthy our present consideration.

The second class comprises the backwoodsman,—the true
‘pioneer,—always to be found upon the very verge of civi-
lization, forming, as it were, a living wall of defence and
protection between the settlers and the tribes of Indians.

Class the third embraces those residing in, and thinly
scattered over the outer ring of the settlements, usually
cultivating their own land, generally small planters, or
stock-raisers, and composed of very heterogeneous mate-
rials ; honest men, tempted there by the love of a new
country, or a desire to purchase land cheaply, and, among
them, outlaws, desperadoes, and rogues of all degrees. It
is among the third class, that the so-called Lynch Law is
of more frequent occurrence.

The fourth class embraces the inhabitants of the more
densely populated portions ; of the towns, &e.

Of the first class I have little to say; living entirely
beyond the reach of the arm of the law, they soon become
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almost Indian in their habits and feelings, but are upon the
whole, a most nseful class of men in a new country ; serv-
ing as they do, for spies, guides, and soldiers, of incalcula-
ble value, in case of troubles upon the frontier, which alone
drive these men, in a body, back upon the settlements,

The backwoodsman is a character little known among
us. Rudeis he in manner, language, and dress ; avoiding
the settlements and busy haunts of men ; when he finds the
tide of emigration sctting in around him, he evades its
first rippling waves, by plunging deeper and decper into
the forest. Now, what may be the cause of this? It
cannot be erime that drives him from his fellows, for crime
and a bad conscience compel the miserable wretch to seek
relief from reflection, in the society of men like himself. It
is a far different cause,—or, rather, combination of causes,
—that produces this result. Many a frontier-man, rough
and rude as he may seem, yet bears within his bosom the
germ of true romance and poetry. He seeks a retirement
where he can enjoy Nature and a simple life, uninterrapted
by the noise, disputes, and, worse than all, the, to him,
hateful conventionalities of his fellows. In kis mode of
life is a wild but lofty spirit of independence, which, once
tasted, can never be forgotten, and, indeed, it would scem
that all men are prone to retrograde from what we call
“civilization.” ?

The conventionalities of the world are so many chains
and fetters to the free spirit, which necessity has thrown
over,and bound round, those who compose what is termed
gociety. As a proof of this, you will seldom find a per-
son, who, either of his own free will, or from stern neces-
sity, has passed sufficient time among the woods and
wilds, to properly accustom himself to, and appreciate
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them, that is ever willing to return fo the crowded city,
and busy haunts of men, whatever may have been his pre-
vious station, or rank, in the walks of life.

Those hosts of adventurers who rush to our new states,
geeking fortune or fame, belong not to this class. Their
wishes can only be obtained among crowds ; they but has-
ten to anticipate their arrival, and obtain an early and
gure foothold. Their approach heralds invariably the
departure of the pioneer.

The desire to be alone, amounts with him in fact almost
to monomania ; although the traveller, whom chance, curi-
osity, or misfortune may have thrown in his way, is wel-
comed to his hut with unostentatious, but genuine hospi-
tality and kindness. He is glad to see a stranger, to
glean from him news of the busy world without, and Zere
he feels that he cannot have a superior.

Perhaps, after all, the “ aut Cesar, aut nullus,” may be at
the bottom of his idiosyncrasy.

The most eminent divine, the shrewdest merchant, the
most subtle advocate, would soon learn that the talent,
scholarship, or capacity for business, which gave him
name, consequence, and wealth among the multitude, was
but a useless bauble there, and if he were wise, would -
hide it, like honest Crusoe’s lump of gold, until circum-
stances again might place him in such a situation as to
render it valuable. Soon would he learn to look upon
the man, as being at least his equal, who, without chart
or compass, can steer his undeviating course through the
trackless forest and over the boundless prairie; who,
with his never failing rifle, supplies his family with food ;
who, without aid of tailor, hatter, or shoemaker, prepares
his own rude and simple but appropriate dress; wha,
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hourly accustomed to danger, looks upon it not as a
cause for fear, but for immediate and skilful action. *

They would soon learn to respect him, whose sole depen-
denee is upon himself and his Maker, looking not to man
for assistance and advice, but trusting in a cool and cor-
rect judgment, and arm nerved by healthful exposure and
toil, and an eye and ear almost as true as those highly
gifted individuals in the fairy tale.

This class of men forms a western barrier more firm,
more efficient, and more to be depended upon, than the
boasted wooden walls of England. They are increasing
every day, and will continue to increase, until the tide of
civilization shall have overwhelmed all the vast West
in its ever advaneing wave, and then, as others have
already done, they will spread to the North and to the
South, to prepare new ground for the multitude, to con-
quer new territory, and again to leave, until driven to the
extreme verge, they are finally engulphed by their remorse-
less and insatiate adversary.

As the Indian retreats, step by step, in his very foot-
prints follows the pioneer, who, in his turn, is forced ever
onward by those with whom he has less community of
feeling than with the Indian himself. It is the chase of
human waves upon the sands of life.

Among the pioneers, the outlaw is seldom found, and if
he should venture, he must mend his manners, or meet
with short grace and a sure rifle ball ; for much as the
wild woodsman despises the law and its emissaries, the
hatred of its constraints bears no comparison to the intense
disgust with which he regards crime. Theft is with him a
gin of magnitude, and murder is punished according to the
Indians’ code.
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As I have before said, the necessity of inflicting speedy
punishment upon the guilty, exists more particularly
among the thinly scattered settlers and planters inhabit-
ing the frontier counties of a new state.

The reader will, perhaps, think that I am taking an
unwarrantable liberty with my subject, in creating a dis-
tinction between the operations of regulators, and the
results of proceedings in criminal cases, in which the
entire population of a section or district take part ; but I
crave his patience until he shall have heard my reason for
establishing this distinetion.

In border counties, where there are no jails within
whose limits criminals can be confined, what shall be done
with them ?

Desperadoes, and villains of every degree, in the South
West are far from solitary in their habits, but will be
generally found connected with a host of others, ready to
assist them in any infamous project, or to shield them from
the consequences, and to interpose between them and the
arm of the law.

Where there are sufficient numbers of such outlawsin a
county, they will seldom shrink from a trial. Never, in
fact, unless the crime be one of so heinous a nature, and
50 certain to be established against them, that they fear
the personal interference of the people, in case the law
should fail—as it almost invariably does—to fasten the
guilt and inflict the punishment upon them.

They may completely set the law of the land at defiance.
‘Witnesses will be found to prove anything required in
favor of the prisoner, and against the testimony for the
prosecution ; juries will be packed, officers bribed, the lit-
tle county town filled with noted desperadoes from far

14* .
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and near, usually, perhaps without any apparent organi-
zation ; but their presence is felt, and their purpase well
understood.

Juries, witnesses, and lawyers, are too often overawed ;
and in the law there is no remedy ; on the contrary, too
often it is a very protection to the criminal.

There is no possibility of improvement, for the moment
the clan have obtained and exhibited a supremacy in any
county, from that instant they will increase in num-
bers and in boldness, until it is certain death to any who
may attempt to prosecute them, or even mention their mis-
deeds.

Then, every honest man must either submit patiently,
and without complaint, to their aggressions, receive with
the appearance of warm hospitality, greet with the sem-
blanee of friendship, welcome to his eabin, his table, and
to the society of his wife, his daughters, and his sons, men
whose hand he knows to be stained with blood ; or he
must sell out his homestead, at whatever sacrifice, and
move far away.

To obviate this, the only practicable mode is, upon the
first appearance of crime of suffieient magnitude, that the
whole body of settlers near should rise, arrest the erimi-
nal, try him impartially and justly, then mete out to him
such punishment as their own common sense and correct
ideas of right and wrong may dictate.

For murder, the punishment is invariably death; for
other offences, usually an order to quit the county for
cver. In such cases, assistance is frequently extended to
the family of the culprits, in the disposition of their
farms, and in the moving of their household goods and
cattle, :
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Which of the two is the wiser course ? By a single act
of justice—when law cannot be depended on—to free the
country for ever from the danger of becoming a den of
thieves and murderers, or by tamely submitting, to allow
the villains to obtain such a foothold that, in the end, the
honest portion of the community are forced to call upon
the adjoining counties for assistance, and the power of the
law is only restored and asserted after a bloody and pro-
tracted battle.

The system of “regulators,” and their ever concomitant
opponents, the “moderators,” WILL NXoT Do, and as soon as
two regularly organized parties are found to exist, it is the
part of every wise man—who has duec regard for his life
and peace—to move, at any sacrifice.

So often has the plan of “regulating” a county been
tried, and so fatal have invariably been the results, that
the very name of “regulation ” has come to be considered
as one gynonymous with that of murder and robbery.

Perhaps, in most instances, the first intention was a cor-
rect one ; but when a few men are banded together with
the intention of controlling many—of administering jus-
tice to, and inflicting punishments upon, their fellows,
according to a code they themselves have laid down, and
this without the slightest semblance of legal authority,
abuses do not creep, but walk boldly and bodily into their
system.

It is not the action of an entire section of the settlers,

_ who, incited by the commission of some heinous crime,
or aggravated by the perpetration of numerouns petty
offences, rise with one feeling, and as one man, punish the
offender.

The true history of the “rise and progress” of all
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“regulating ” and “ moderating ” may be given in a few
words.

A few influential and determined men club together to
reform a county, or to prevent crime, ab initio. Too often
their proceedings are in secret, and the punishment which
has been decreed to the offender, is administered by a
party in disguise.

Such proceedings must necessarily awaken distrust and
fear, among the more quict of the settlers; while the
rogues, whose characters are not yet known, hasten to
obtain admittance to the corps of regulaiors, both as a
shield against cnemies, and a cloak to cover their own
misdeeds.

Ere long, the vindictive actions of the party, or the
rascalities of its members, call down upon them the indig-
nation of the rest of the county, and a counter party is
got up, nominally to keep the regulators in check.

The last formed parties are called moderators, and
invariably contain all the spare rascals in the county,
whom the regulators have not already received into their
ranks. g

From this moment a deadly feud commences between
the two, and ere long the war is conducted with such
ferocity, that two persons of opposite factions seldom meet
—where there are no witnesses by to tell the tale—without
a combat, often fatal to one at least.

Some years since, in one of the horder counties of
Texas, the two factions met in force. A regular battle
ensued, in which forty or more lives were lost; and the
disgraceful affair was only terminated, and peacc restored,
by marching a strong force from San Augustin.

To give the reader some idea of the consequences of the
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system, I will state that to my knowledge, in the
county of Harrison, in Texas, is a small strcam, or
bayou, known as “ Widow's Creek,” and upon its side,
_within a distance of five miles, are living—or at least
were a year or two since—twenty-five widows whose
husbands were all slain in this unnatural warfare; and
that upon the plantation of a gentleman of my acquaint-
ance—in the same county—are the graves of five former
occupants of the land, who all have perished with ball or
knife.

Marshall is the shire town of the county, and it would
strike a member of the Peace Congress with amazement,
could he but see the appearance of the men who visit it
upon a public day, armed as they are verily to the teeth.
I remember a peaceable-looking, old, grey-headed person-
age, riding in, one fine morning, with no implements of
war visible, except a double-barrel and a bowie-knife, and
the loungers remarked that %e was rather poorly provided
for, and “ wouldn’t stand more than half a chance.”

The prevalence of so many weapons of war, however,
produces one good effect. When voices are raised in anger,
and knife and pistol flash in the sun, the hangers on about
town do not run to see, but, according to their vernacular,
“1tree” in the first store or “ grocery” convenient.

Our immortal first Grandmother—of the inquiring mind
—might here have learned a lesson that would have kept .
her from the discovery that apples did not agree with
pairs.

At Montgomery’s Point in 1841, the “ Regulators ” and
“Moderators ” wound up their affairs by the driving of
sixty odd persons of all ages and both sexes into the Mis-
sissippi. Which was the conquering and which the con-
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quered party, I forget ; but it is a matter of small moment
— Arcades ambo—two more villanous collections of black-
legs and assassins, probably could not be found, and had
they performed over again the exploit of the Kilkenny
cats—leaving nothing but théir tales for me to relate—it
would have been a blessing to their country.

Having drawn the distinetion between the so-called
“Regulating ” a county and the application of Lynch-law
proper, let us examine the causes and effects of the latter,
ag exemplified in a few prominent cases.

One of the earliest instances in Texas, was in the case
of the murder of an old man named Birkham ; but the tale
has been elsewhere told in this volume, and I only allude
to it, as a very speedy and just administration of back-
woods law. I have told the tale as it was told to me—
almost verbatim—and can vouch for its authenticity.



CHAPTER II.
GAMBLERS AND DESPERADOES.

I sHALL now relate an event which occurred in —
county, Texas, whether an use or an abuse of Lynch Law, I
leave for the reader to determine; but, in order that he
may have some data to govern his judgment, it will be
necessary for him to understand the situation of the
county. b

Although populous and wealthy, for a new county, it
boasted of no jail, which, indeed if it had possessed one,
would have been of but little service, as there was no town
of sufficient population to be a safe location for it.

That they had no jail, was nothing strange, as, if my
wmemory serve me rightly, but three or four of the interior
and southern countics were so blessed ; and but two of
these, those at Beaumont and Brazoria, of any real use.
In the city of Houston, was to be found one, in which, if
you would keep a prisoner, it was necessary to weigh him
dotn with irons, and then guard the house externally day
and night.. In Galveston, an old brig which had made an
experimental trip in shore, upon-her” own account, during
a very high tide, and resolutely refused to return, was
pressed into the service, and would have answered remark-
ably well, had she not been so completely rotten that a
man might kick a hole through her, and walk quietly off.
A prisoner tried the experiment one night, and it suc-
ceeded to admiration. 7
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Until a year or two previous to the annexation of the
quondam Republic, petty offences had -been almost un-
known, except in the counties bordering upon the United
States. There, especially near the line, were to be found
necessarily, many whose crimes had driven them to a resi-
dence upon the confines of two Governments. This was
particularly the case with the upper counties bordering
upon, and near the Red River. .

. The first mentioned county had, however, been very free
from absolute crime, until a short period preceding the
time of which I write.

The gamblers, and those, in especial, of the most petty
description, hung around the county town, despite the
determiration of Judges and District Attorneys, assisted
by very stringent laws, to suppress them.

In fact, perchance, one great stumbling block in the path
of justice was this very over-severity.

By the laws then in existence, it was a crime, punishable
with imprisonment, or very heavy fine, to play at cards
for amusement, in any public house, or in any house
or place within one hundred rods’ distance from the pub-
lic road, and I believe the act is in existence at this
moment. ;

Now, the bench and bar generally were much addicted
to this manner of passing away an evening, and however
carcful they might be in the indulgence of this propensity,
they frequently laid themselves liable.

Judge S——, whose proverbial pomposity had earned
him the sobriquet of “ Old Dignity,” one morning called
upon the clerk to read the indictments against a number
of gamblers, and heard, to hig perfect amazement, his own
name included.
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“What!” exclaimed the astonished official—*what!
Read that again, sir.”

Again the clerk read a long paper, setting forth, in the
plurality of words that lawyers so delight in, how he, the
said Judge, had offended against the majesty of the Repub-
lic, by playing at cards, &e., &c.

The Judge thought a moment, and then exclaimed:
“How, sir! cannot the ‘Court’ amuse himself in the
¢ Court’s’ own room, with the ¢ Court’s’ own wife?” Ina
rage he adjourned the court.

The fact was, that the Judge had simply been playing a
quiet game of “euker” with Mrs. S——, suspecting no
harm; and some mischievous individual, by peeping
through the crevices of his log castle, had witnessed the
transgression, and presented him before the grand jury.

This last affair amused everybody in the county almost
as much as it did the faro-players. The Judge had
honestly earned the sobriquet of “Old Dignity” by his
extreme pomposity. He spoke of himself upon all possible
occasions as “the Court.” One day, passing along the
main street in Houston, a mule that had been hitched to
an awning-post, wheeled and nearly kicked him. The
Judge, apparently furious, gesticulated and shook his cane
violently at the offending animal ; and a wag who was
passing at the time, declared positively that Judge S——
had said, as he turned away, “ if that mule had kicked this
Court, this Court would have put thet mule in jail.” This
story, which obtained an extensive circulation, annoyed the
old gentleman amazingly.

It fared no better with his successor, Judge J—, who
also made an attempt to punish those who set at naught
the laws, and his authority, by gambling publicly.
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The consequence of the attempt was, that the Judge had

.a quiet hint, that he, and nearly every member of the bar

—including, I believe, the States Attorney—had been

presented ; and he was forced to follow the example of his

predecessor—adjourn the court, and tacitly admit him-
self conquered. i

At length came one, who had never yielded to the fasci-
nations of cards, or acknowledged the blandishments of
the dice-box, who spent his evenings in his own room,
attending to his own business, a stern, just, clear-headeq,
uncompromising man,—one that yielded nothing to custom
or prejudice, and would not swerve a hair from his line of
duty, or detain the court for half an hour, because—or—or
—the great guns of the session—bad not yet slept off the
fumes of their over-night draughts : one that looked upon
a gambler as he would upon a snake, punishing him to the
full extent of the law ; and yet the gamblers laughed.

His directions to the District Attorney, and to the
grand jury, were particularly clear, and very pointed upon
this subject ; yet the gamblers laughed on.

They were indicted, yet they laughed—tried and con-
victed—their cachinnations ceased not—sentenced to a fine
of one thousand dollars each, and imprisonment, until paid,
with a separate imprisonment beside—and all without
sobering them ; but when the Judge very coolly ordered
the sheriff to make it his particular business to sce that
they were well guarded, until the close of the term, when
he should send them with him to Houston, with an order
to admit the party to the freedom of the jail there ; then,
with the exception of an old fox by the name of Williams,
they presented a decidedly blue and discomfited appear-

ance. AR
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This Williams was an original,—a perfect oddity,—and
although he was notoriously lazy, and a petty gambler, yet
he possessed such a fund of wit, drollery, and good humor,
that many who scorned him and his profession, would
gather around him, as he sat in the porch of the “ Gro-
cery,” spinning his quizzical yarns, or amusing himself at
the expense of some verdant specimen of humanity.

He was not so to be frightened, but, as he left the court,
addressing the sheriff familiarly as “ Joe,” requested him
to inform the audience,—not forgetting the Judge and
jury,—that he should open a Faro bank in whatever place
he might be temporarily “hung up,” and that they were
respectfully invited to attend.

As soon as the session was terminated, the sheriff pre-
pared to muster a sufficient guard to convey so desperate a
set as his prisoners to Houston, but Williams offered to
take charge of them himself, pledging his word for their
and his own safe delivery, and although his proposition
was not fully accepted, so much confidence was really
placed in the scamp’s word, that the sheriff accompanied
them alone.

They were in due form consigned over to the care of the
Harris county jailor, their horses being deposited in a
stable, subject to their order, and as the sheriff was leaving,
Williams very quietly inquired if he had any commands
for home, as he should be there the next day.

It was upon a Saturday that they were imprisoned ; and
on Sunday morning, as the boarders at the Hotel in
M were at the breakfast table, to their amazement

"Williams and his troupe walked in, and took their seats,
as if nothing had happened.

On being questioned, they answered that they did not
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think the people in Houston were glad to see them, and
not wishing to be deemed intruders, they concluded to
leave.

They had ridden sixty miles, and appeared in no hurry
to ride any further, and when the sheriff arrived that night,
the first person who approached, and shook hands with
him, was Williams. He knew that in delivering him over
to the authorities of Harris county, the sheriff’s duty had
been performed ; that tkey would never trouble themselves
to reclaim their prisoners, whom they had been extremely
loath to receive, and that in all probability he should hear
no more of it, except as a good joke, which was indeed
the case. 1

This jail-delivery was, however, a mere bagatelle in
comparison with some others, at least, as far as it con-
cerned the well-being of the public. It is a strange and
unaccountable peculiarity of south-western men that, in
case of any outrage, they will risk life and limb, expend
time and money ; in fact, stop at nothing to seize the
person of the criminal ; but when once taken, not one in
twenty would give himself the least trouble about guard-
ing the prisoner, and the chances are much in favor of his
escaping.

Perhaps, the excitement of a human chase may account
for the former, but what may be the reason of the culpable
negligence evineed in the latter, we know not.

A man, by the name of D——, had committed a cold-
blooded murder upon his son-in-law, under circumstances
of unparalleled atrocity.

The unfortonate man was shot down, while he held in’

his arms an infant—his own child,—and the grandchild
of the murderer.
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_This affair occurred in Brazoria county, which, however,
was not the one in which D. resided, and no effort
was made to punish the criminal—with the exception of a
trumped-up examination before a Justice of the peace, got
up, in all probability, to prevent further proceedings.

D returned to M county, and with him came
the wife and child of the murdered man.

The people of the county, exasperated at the crime,
were rendered almost furious at the audacity of the fellow
in returning to settle himself quietly down among them,
bringing with him the spolia opima, for which the murder
had been committed ; for L—— (the victim) was possessed
of a handsome property, consisting of money, cattle, and,
perhaps, a negro or so—all of which D. had appro-
priated.

The citizens, irritated as they were, determined to pro-
ceed legally, if possible, and accordingly obtained affi-
davits, upon which to found the warrant for his appre-
hension.

The issuing of the warrant was an easy matter—the
serving of it, another affair. For two years they attempted,
sometimes with large parties, and sometimes with small, to
arrest him, but all in vain.

Although travellers seldom passed, or stopped at his
house, which was a species of backwoods hotel, without
seeing him, yet however sccretly an expedition might be
planned, it always failed, and it became a matter of cer-
tainty that there were spies in the camp.

For a time the proceedings were dropped, and embold-
ened from having so often foiled them, D—-— at length
began to neglect his quarantine, and to ride about the
country—IJaughing at the repeated failures of the officers,
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boasting of his exploits, and threatening the lives of all
those whom he considered as his enemies. Finally, as if
incited by the devil, who is said to be ever prompting his
clients to their own destruction, he had the audacity not
only to ride through the town of M on a Saturday
afternoon, when he must have known that three-fourths of
the settlers within ten miles’ distance would be there, but
actually dared to stop at the “ Grocery,” call for a glass,
and invite all present to join him.

His daring impudence so astonished the people, that he
was allowed to ride out of town at the same deliberate
pace that he had entered it. He was mounted upon an
extremely fine mare, and accompanied by a villanous look-
ing personage on foot, whose cerebral developments would
have hung him without any further testimony, had he been
tried by a jury of phrenologists.

Although the pair had passed through the village with-
out interruption, they were not to escape so easily. The
papers necessary for their legal capture were already made
out, and in a few minutes the deputy sheriff with one
assistant mounted in pursuit.

They came upon their quarry at the edge of a wood, a
mile from town, and an accident prevented escape or resist-
ance. As they dashed up near to them, the volunteer
became so much excited or alarmed, that in endeavoring
to cock his gun—a double barrel—he pulled both triggers,
a tremendous explosion was the result, and he very nearly
bagged the sheriff-depute.

As the two travellers were plodding their way over
deep sand, they had not heard the hoofs of their pursuers’
horses, and the shot was the first intimation they had of
their propinquity. D—— had dismounted, and his friend
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was riding and carrying a gun, which the horse—now
beeome restive—prevented him from using, and the sheriff’s
rifle, pointed at the eulprit’s head, caused an immediate
halt and surrender.

Every step had been strietly legal, the prisoner was
taken before a magistrate, who ordered him to be confined,
heavily ironed, and a guard set over him, until the High
Sheriff should return from Austin, when he was to be'sub-
mitted to his charge and conveyed to Brazoria.

As for the travelling companion, who announced his
intention of “sticking by the Captain,” one of the assem-
bled erowd took him aside and advised his immediate
departure, on the ground, that his physiognomy did not
give general satisfaction, and that the aceount he gave of
himself was not believed to be gospel.

The gentleman was probably innocent of any aequaint-
ance with Shakspeare, but his actions proved that he
aequiesced with Falstaff in his opinion of the relative
merits of discretion and valor.

Now, any reasonable person would have supposed the
prisoner to have been sure of safe keeping ; and, for a few
days, he was. A physician gave up his office—a small
building eonstructed of neatly hewn logs and strong as a
fort,’to be used asa jail—a part of the ehain eable of some
snagged steamer, was made fast to him, independent of his
handecuffs, and guards were plenty enough for a few nights.
But, alas! the sheriff was absent too long, and one night the
deputy found himself without a relief at sapper time ; so,
stepping out to seek one, ata few paces from the temporary
jail he met his superior, who had that instant returned.
While chatting a moment he heard a noise that alarmed
him, and caused him to retrace his steps immediately. It
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was too late, the bird had flown—chains and all—through a
window which was forced open.

At this very moment, a tremendous thunder-storm came
up, but despite the terrific violence of the storm, which
seemed as though it were an earnest of the wrath of heaven
upon them for their culpable negligence in allowing so
great a crime to go unpunished, the whole village was
alarmed, and a large party sallied forth in pursuit.

Between midnight and morning, they all returned, drop-
ping in, one after the other, dispirited, drenched, and
covered with mud, but determined upon renewing the
chase as soon as the sun should lend his aid.

D was followed the next day by men on horseback
and on foot, and although trailed step by step for miles, yet
the first accurate intelligence received from him was the
arrival of his son, who brought back the chain cable with
his father’s compliments, and thanks for their hospitality.

A year after, the same villain ran a very narrow chance
in Houston, where he had the impudence to appear in
the public streets en plein jour.

No sooner did the sheriff know of his presence, than he
obtained a warrant for his arrest, but D—— being warned,
mounted his horse, and started for home, riding for his Iife.
The roads were very heavy, and again a violent storm arose.
All this, however, did not deter the officer—who saw him
leave ; a race and running fight ensued between the two,
in which some shots were fired, yet although the parties
were for-a time neck and neck, D finally escaped by
dashing into a thicket.

This man, a short time afterwards, sold out his farm to
two Germans, received a handsome sum of money, and in
a few months both of them died so mysteriously and sud-
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denly, that there was but little question of foul play upon
his part, as he was at the time a joint occupant of the
house.

He is, for aught I know, yet “unwhipt of justice,” unless
he has met with that violent death which is the almost cer-
tain fate of such desperadoes.

Soon after these events occurred, a very heavy robbery
was committed, the robber arrested, and confined for some
months in a vacant house in the village.

In this instance, the person who had been robbed fur-
nished the necessary funds to hire a guard, and it was
thought the culprit would taste the thong of justice; but
no : as soon as it was found that the proof was positive ;
that he had really obtained some ten or twelve thousand
dollars, and could pay well for assistance, he was spirited
away, and heard of no more.

Two great crimes had also been committed in the
county. A gun—probably a double-barrel—was dis-
charged through the window of a gentleman of the name
of Floyd, while the family were eating supper. The
father was instantly killed, and the others more or less
wounded. All attempts to discover the perpetrator were
useless.

The murder of a Captain Taylor was a more recent
event. While sitting in an unfinished house, at night,
playing a game of chess with his wife, in the act of mov-
ing a piece, he fell dead, pierced through the heart with a
rifle ball ; and as there was a violent storm raging, his
wife did not distinguish the crack of the gun from a simul-
taneous electrie explosion.

The chimney of the house had not yet been finished, and
the villain fired through the vacancy. For a long time,

15
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this, like the former, was a decd of mystery, but at length
a quarrel between two ruffians in Houston—which resulted
in the death of the one, and capture of the other—revealed
among deeds of equal atrocity, that Taylor had been killed
by a bravo, for a sum of money.

The veil that was thus partly raised, disclosed partially
other equally fearful secrets, and it became a matter of
certainty that a clan of villains was in existence, probably
a part of the Murrel gang, who were engaged in every
species of crime—from horse-stealing and counterfeiting to
kidnapping and murder.

That the number of these desperadoes in M: county
was increasing, admitted of no doubt, and that such was
the fact, need be a matter of surprise to none, since they
found they were in very little danger of apprehension, or
if apprehended, that they incurred but small risk of
punishment.

Is it a wonder then, when murder, violence, and crime
were stalking boldly among them in open day, unchecked
by law ; when the county was constantly receiving fresh
accéssions of lawless persons from other counties and
states ; when everything tended towards anarchy, and
that right speedily, that the honest and well-meaning citi-
zews, should at the next provocation take into their hands
the sword of justice, which the paralysed arm of law was
impotent to wield ?

A man named G—— was tried for cattle-stealing in
Harris county.

Whipping is the ignominious punishment that attends
conviction of this crime, and in hope to evade it, G——
engaged a lawyer to defend him; giving him his saddle-
horse, as fee.
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The case was evidently going against the accused, and
the lawyer whispered to him to get out of the room, upon
any excuse, and when once fairly in the street, to run for
life.

The advice was taken, and G—— accompanied by an
officer, left the room, but sceing the horse which he had
given the lawyer, saddled and bridled, standing before the
door, he leaped upon his back, and was soon beyond dan-
ger of pursuit.

For a year or two after this exploit, he was not heard
from, but at length became bold enough to visit M and
remain for some time.

Unfortunately for him, he inspired many of the residents
with dislike, and when they discovered who he truly was,
some of them—out of pure mischief, rather than a desire
to further the ends of justice—had him arrested and taken
to Houston, where the ignominious lash was applied to his
back.

He then again returned to M burning with resent-
ment, and swearing vengeance against all who had been
concerned in his arrest, but soon found the town too hot
to hold him, and was accordingly upon the eve of retreat-
ing further north, when his horse was attached by the
sheriff, for debt.

At the time the warrant was served, G—— was
mounted upon the animal—a fine and valuable beast—and
refused to surrender him. An altercation ensued; whe-
ther he then drew a weapon or not I do not know, but it
was proved that the sheriff seized a rail and forced him
off the horse.

The moment G—— touched the ground, he drew a pis-
tol and shot the officer down. He was seized immediately,

e
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and taken to the court-house to await an examination of
the sheriff’s wound.

The physicians pronounced it to be certainly mortal ;
although they said the unfortunate man might linger in
agony for days or weeks.

As soon as this was announced to the crowd, measures
were taken for assembling all the settlers living near ; a
Jjudge and jury were chosen, and the man, after a trial
—which  must be accounted fair, if any trial under such
circumstances can be fair—was found guilty—of what we
know not, for murder it was not yet—and condemned to
die npon the gallows, as soon as his victim died.

For over a month did the sheriff linger, writhing in tor-
ture, but we much guestion if the mental agony of the con-
demned culprit was not infinitely the more difficult of the
two to bear. .

He knew that the sentence was predicated upon the sup-
posed impending death of his victim, and as Ze lived on
from day to day, the hope of an ultimate recovery must at
times have forced itself upon him, only to make his calmer
thoughts the more bitter.

The hour arrived at last: the officer died during the
night, and as it was necessary to bury him as soon
as possible, that duty was performed upon the next after-
noon.

As it may well be supposed, there was a very large
gathering at the funeral, and the whole number present
proceeded directly from the grave to the house where the
prisoner was confined, and taking him a short distance,
executed him.

This, perhaps, under other circumstances than those

" that preceded it, might have excited as much indignation
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ag did the execution of the “ Vicksburg gamblers ”—of
which I shall hereafter speak. It may be said that the
crime was but manslaughter ; yet let no one judge the
actors harshly, who does not know from experience, the
danger of living in a county situated as this was, and can-
not realize the imperative necessity that existed of check-
ing the tide of crime and vice, setting in so strong among
them, by the prompt and immediate punishment of any
and every wilful transgressor.

The case which I am about to record, has probably
never been equalled in the singularity of its attendant cir-
cumstances. The merited punishment—the atrocity of the
crime, and noted «villanous character of the criminal—the
attempt to force a trial to serve him as a cloak, which but
renewed the fable of Hercules and his fated lion-skin, the
fact that he received his reward from the hands of an offi-
cer of justice and, as it might almost be said, in open court
~all combined to invest it with a singular and romantic
interest.

“Lem M’Guire” was known throughout Texas as a
thorough-paced villain and blackleg. Accustomed from
infancy to the most infamous companions, as he increased
in years so did he grow old in crime, and at the age of
twénty was deemed by his companions, worthy of the front
rank in their columns.

One of the first acts that made his name well-known,
was his participation—while yet a mere child—in an
affray in which a friend and protector of his was shot—
and most deservedly—by a tavern-keeper, upon whom he
had made a murderous attack.

M’Guire fought like a young tiger—as he was—clinging
to the landlord with his hands and teeth, and though cry-
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ing with rage and grief at the death of his patron, seemed
perfectly regardless of the danger to himself.

I have no intention of writing the history of his career,
but shall merely note an incident or two to give our
readers an idea of the man.

He had been brought up by a man of his own kind,
named Johnson, who furnished him with a home—such as
it was—until by his practices the latter had become pos-
sessed of sufficient property to awaken M’Guire’s cupidity,
and a determination to become possessed of it by foul
means, as he could not by fair ones.

He accordingly laid his plans, and caused Johnson to
become involved in a quarrel, in which his life was taken,
at the instigation of the serpent he had nourished, who
immediately after married the widow—a woman twice his
age—and thus accomplished his designs.

A few months before his death, he paid a very charac-
teristic visit to Houston, where he succeeded as usual in
bringing himself into speedy notice. Entering one of the
bar-rooms of the place in a state of semi-intoxication, and
taking offence at a simple German who presided over the
bottles, and whose imperfect knowledge of the language
prevented him from understanding correctly what was
required, M’Guire struck him in the face with a heavy cut-
glass decanter, breaking it in the act, and severely injur-
ing the man. ¢

Among the ecrowd which collected, M’Guire espied a
Judge of one of the courts, and tarning upon him, imme-
diately knocked him down ; then erossing the street where
stood the Mayor, * spectator of the fight”—as he supposed
at a safe distance—the gentleman prostrated kim also at a
blow.
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He then retreated, walking up the main street of the
town in triumph, and no more was seen of him-—although
warrants were issued for his apprehension—until the
second day ; when he rode down the street, stopped his
horse at the scene of his late disturbance, and ealling out
the proprietor, told him he bad travelled some distance
out of his way to bid him good bye ; and then rode out of
town.

At this time he resided not far from the town of
Crocket, and soon after his return from his Houston
exploit, he determined, for reasons of his own,—whether
from enmity, to remove a troublesome witness, or a part-
ner in crime, I know not,—to have one of his neighbors
“ put out of the way.”

Not being willing to take the trouble himself, he hired
another, a journeyman at the trade of blood, to do the
business for him. For some time, the bravo deferred the
murder, until at length M’Guire imagined that he had
turned traitor, and betrayed his designs to his enemy ;
which belief was strengthened by the ultimate refusal of
the man to bave anything to do with it.

So far, M’Guire had only gained the necessity of remov-
ing two persons in place of one; and, perhaps agree-
ing with Dr. Franklin’s adage, “if you wish a thing done,
go ; if you do not, send;” determined tAés time to do his
own work.

To murder his accomplice, he had a double motive, fear
and revenge. Having secured the aid of one or more per-
sons upon whom he could depend, he rode over to the
house of the supposed traitor, and calling him out into the
yard, in front of the house, in full sight of his wife and
family, shot him down like a dog ; then the party turned
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their horses towards the house of the one whom he had
marked before for his victim, and killed him in precisely
the same manner.

All this happened in broad daylight, nor did his auda-
city cease here, but knowing that a magistrate lived
near by, the party again mounted and rode to his planta-
tion.

M’ Guire was probably deceived in the man, whom he
must either have supposed to have been a reckless being
like himself, or one who might be influenced by fear or
money, to subserve his ends.

The magistrate was very coolly informed that they
came to be tried, that he must go through some form, no
matter what, and give them a certificate of acquittal,
which, although the magistrate’s court was only a preli-
minary one, they imagined, combined with the known and
certain danger of meddling with them, would be sufficient
to prevent any further inquiry.

As the reader may well imagine, the magistrate, who
was almost alone in' the house, was extremely alarmed,
but had presence of mind to conceal his feelings, and
put the villains off, upon the plea that it was necessary
to have some other persons present, and also to pre-
pare certain papers, which could not be done at a
moment’s notice. It was Saturday, and he promised
them, that if they returned on Monday morning, he
would have everything fixed for them—which he cer-
tainly did.

On Monday, M Guire appeared, with a reinforcement,
making in all five or six, and found the magistrate sit-
ting at the further end of the hall. For the informa-
tion of those who are not skilled in the houses of a new
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county, I would say, that a double log-eabin—such an

_one as the magistrate’s—consists usually of two large
rooms, separated by a wide hall, whieh, in pleasant wea-
ther, serves the family for a dining and sitting-room, but
being generally open at both ends, is not used in incle-
ment days.

From all appearances, they found that the trial was to
be an affair of more detail than they admired, and
M’Guire, considering himself now to be in a condition to
dictate his own terms, insolently demanded if the Justice
intended to do as he was ordered—adding, that if he did
not, and that immediately, he would cut him to pieces with
his knife. The Justice replied that he intended to pro-
ceed according to law, and in no other way ; but hardly
had he spoken when M’Guire, knife in hand, followed by
his friends, rushed upon him.

At this eritical moment, the side-doors were dashed
open, and on either side a volley from six rifles was
poured upon them. M’Guire and two others fell dead,
the rest, more or less injured, were seized and bound with
cords.

1t was like a “ coup de thédire,” except that it exceeded
one, as reality ever does fietion. I am sure that no melo-
dramatist ever invented or got up a more perfect or suc-
eessful affair ; and who may say that it was not pure,
even-handed justice ?

We should like to have seen a non-resistant* in the

* Non-Resistants.—* In New England they have a Non-Resistant
Society, which held its anniversary in Boston a few days ago. One
member, during the past year, has backslidden so far as to knock down
& man, and he was expelled. 4

“Mr. Garrison defined the principle of nen-resist by instancing a
case like the following =—

. 15* :
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magistrate’s situation, and to know whether he would
have turned the gang loose upon the world, and have
sacrificed his own life, rather than—by an exhibition of
similar coolness and conduct—have done a deed that
would entitle him to the thanks of his country. :

But I am in error ; a non-resistant can fill no magis-
trate’s chair, for he acknowledges and believes in xo law,
except, perhaps, for his own benefit. Speaking of non-
resistants, reminds us of a sad exposé of one of the earlier
apostles of that exceedingly astute sect, which—believing
that my readers may, perhaps, be equally willing with us
to escape pro fem. the perusal of a history of guilt and
crime, and to exchange it for a more amusing subject—I
will relate. i

“If a man is assaulted by a highwayman or a murdercr, he must not
resist, even for the purpose of saving his life, or the lives of his wife
and children) unless such resistance can be effected without endangering
the life and limbs of his opponent: he must not strike a single blow, in
self-defence, that may, by any possibility, break an arm, or a finger even,
of his assailant.

“Another speaker coincided with Mr. Garrison, and remarked that,
should his house be entered by robbers that night, he should offer no
resistance, unless they could be expelled without receiving the slightest
bodily injury! But he should endeavor, on the morrow, to ferret out the
burglars (not, however, through the aid of the laws), and have a friendly
talk with them, and try, with words of kindness, to win them back to the
forsaken paths of honesty and virtue. If any articles of which he had
been robbed should be found in their possession, he should refuse to take
them back, and beg of the misgnided men to retain them, unless indeed
they pertinaciously urged and entreated him to receive'them.”— Express,



CHAPTER IIIL
THE NON-RESISTANT, AND THE RIVER DESPERADO.

It was years since,—ere the delicate hue of the peony upon
my cheek had been changed by a southern sun, to the more
sombre tint of a half dried lemon,—that I was induced and
seduced, by a series of false pretences, to attend a lecture
somewhere in that land of wooden hams, wooden nutmegs,
and wooden-headed pedagogues, known, emphatically, as
Down East. A mnon-resistant lecturer,—one that was
deemed a burning and a shining light among that genera-
tion of saints, was to hold forth 'in exposition of his then
new-fangled doctrines.

A numerous audience had assembled, and after reading
to them a chapter from the Bible, the anti-pugnacious gen-
tleman proceeded with as superlative a mass of nonsense
as it ever fell to the lot of mortal ears to endure. First,
he attacked the profession of arms, and eonsigned to his
Satanic majesty, at one fell swoop, all who meddled or °
made with sword or gun, from the victorious general,
dealing death and devastation upon the enemy, to the veri-
est fourth corporal of the ragged militia.

Having demolished the men of war, secundum artem, he
went to work upon the men of peace, and at one stroke of
his veracious tongue, packed off to Tophet the entire gene-
ration of law-givers and law-expounders, legislators and
common council-men, judges and juries, lawyers and cli-
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ents, officesweepers and jailers—all to there keep com-
pany with the Armigers.

“ Our Maker alone,” said this authoritative personage,
“has a right to control men ; the Justice, who usurps His
right, commits practical blasphemy ; the hi-gher the grade,
the more audacious the criminal ; therefore, a King or a
President is the most wicked wretch on earth.”

He then denounced all that submitted to the laws,
or acknowledged any earthly power or authority, and
asserted that it was a crime for a man to resist another,
even when his life was at stake, although by so doing he
might preserve it, and prevent the commission of murder.

“Should a man steal from you,” continued he, “go to
him, and remonstrate with him ; should a man purloin my
wateh, I would endeavor to obtain restitution by an appeal
to his conscience. If I failed, I would go unto him again
and again; and should he yet prove gntirely hardened
and depraved, no efforts of mine should ever seek redress
by law.”

“Yes,” added he, warming with his subject. “ Yes, cold
ag the night ig, should a man lay his hand upon my coat,
10 resistance would he meet from me ; he might have that,
and my cloak also, before I would sin by raising my hand
against my fellow, or appearing in that tabernacle of the
. evil one—a Court.” .

Now, at this time sat in the centre of the building a cer-
tain noisy, turbulent, empty-headed, pettifogging lawyer,
who, since that time, has made some noise in the world as
a political demagogue—empty vessels being the very ones
of all the world to make a noise, when tossing to and fro
in the turbulent sea of polities. Squire Dan, as he was
called, not admiring the animadversions ecast, with no
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sparing haud, upon a profession, of which he was—if not
a limb—at least a twig, although a very small one, arose
and addressed the orator of the evening, to the latter’s
astonishment, and that of the audience.

4 Bir,” said Dan, “did I understand you to say that you
would neither offer resistance to, nor prosecute, a person
taking your coat ?”

“1 said so, sir,” replied the amazed non-resistant.

“But,” continued Dan, “I wish to know if you really
avow that determination upon your own part, or merely
mean it as a part of your lecture, and an exemplification
of the principles which you profess ?”

“ 1 say distinctly, sir, that my conduct would be as I have
stated,” was the reply.

“Well then,” said hi§ tormentor, rising, and blowing out
. his fat cheeks, ‘ very like a “whale, “1 am a lawyer, and
like to put everything to the proof, and now, I call the
audience to witness your words. I know a poor man, sir,
and an honest one, that needs a coat more than you do,
and if you do not retract, I shall take it from you, and
give it to him.”

Dan started for the rostrum, and even was about ascend-
ing, when the alarmed and astounded exponor of non-
resistantism cried * peccavi!”

“ Stop, sir,” said he, “1 was preaching what we should,
not what we do perform.”

Our lecturer’s course was cut short by an untoward
event. A severe defeat at the game of dranghts was for-
merly, and, probably,.is now, termed “a skunk.” The
man was “ skunked.”

Great events hinge upon small causes. A refractory
pig is said to have occasioned the late war between the
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United States and England, and the capture of one of the
bereabove hinted-at, odoriferous purleiners of poultry,—
known “down East” as “ Wethersfield dogs."—by a party
of urehins, resulted in the non-resistant’s defeat.

In the midst of an impassioned harangue, the animal was
thrown into the centre of the building. It was eold
weather, the doors were closed and a brisk fire burned in
the stoves. An immediate retreat was the necessary con-
sequence.

These “ non-resistant” gentry may do very well in some
quiet humdrum eastern village, where the appearance of
the parson’s wife in a new silk dress, is enough to produee
an extraordinary excitement ; where a rise in hoe-handles,
axe-helves, or rake-stales, is a signal for an émeute, such as it

. is; where the prineipal amuseément of the ladies is found in
those female “ Schools for Seandal,” yclept sewing cireles,
and famous for the instruetion of juvenile feminine * Ideas”
in the art of “shooting” af the reputation of every female
in the village, “ present company excepted,” and of giving
an especial stab at the character of those whose position
in society is superior to their own : where the anti-slavery
almanac, the most “ideal” work of the age, and fully equal
in imaginative description to Gulliver’s Travels, Baron
Munchausen, and Peter Wilkins eombined, is purchased,
and every one of its impudent and barefaced lies swal-
lowed as pure gospel. They may do tkhere, but in the
GREAT WEST, men and women of very different calibre are
required. Accustomed from infaney to the excitement
of the real dangers ever attending the settlement of
pew territory, they can neither understand nor forgive
the pertinacity with which some of their eastern breth-
ren insist upon letting their own business alone, and
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minding that of their neighbors and the community in
general.

Cross the mountains, descend the “ Belle Riviére,” and
the ¢ Father of Waters,” and you will find everything upon
a gigantic scale. Earth, air, and water all combine to
produce this effect. Land more rich than Canaan’s soil,
yields overweening crops of cotton and of corn. The
storms are hurricanes, the rivers vast inland seas ; and, is
it not surprising, where everything is expanded, that man
should partake of the general feature ?

- It i8 so, indeed, and while in gize they rival the song of
Anak, their virtues, their courage, their hospitality, and
their crimes are all in the same proportion.

The entire world cannot produce such a collection of
unmitigated scoundrels as are to be found there, some
gpending their time upon the rivers, some passing for
planters and tavern-keepers, scattered through the South
and West at convenient distances, making a chain of posts
for the accommodation of their brethren, and others prowl-
ing about *under various guises, as horse-dealers, negro
drovers, and peddlers, but carrying on the more profitable
trades of negro stealing, robbery, and murder. Commen-
cing in most cases with gambling, the western scamp
seldom pauses in his career, until he has reached the top-
most round in the ladder of crime.

No boat ever travels over the Mississippi, Ohio, or their
tributaries, without the accustomed freightage of “ Cheva-
liers d’ Industrie,” as much superior in audacity and vil-
lany to their congeners of the old world, as is an incarnate
demon of hell to & common every-day rascal.

Boats are owned by associations of these scoundrels,
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run to facilitate gambling and robbing operations, and I
would bere warn all tyros in Western travel to inquire
well into the character of both boat and captain before
embarklng, and when on board, to be seduced into no game
of chance—even for amusement—with a stranger.

Some few years since, I think in 1842, a man was hung
in Cincinnati, who, although but twenty-four years of age,
confessed to twenty-two murders.

According to his own story, he had been for three years
of his career a nominal barkeeper upon a Western boat, in
order that he might have a better chance to commit and
coneeal crime.

Travelling as a solitary gambler, while a mere boy, he
had marked one of the passengers for his prey, under the
idea that he carried with him a large amount of money.
He engaged a part of the same state-room, and not suc-
ceeding in his efforts to inveigle the man into a game of
cards, determined to murder him in the night and leave
the boat with his booty. %

He suceeeded in the commission of the erimé, but as he
was searching for the supposed money, the door opening
upon the guards was unlocked, and the captain of the
boat entered.

Both were astonished, and the murderer paralysed, until
the captain, the older adept in guilt, informed him that he
had only forestalled his intentions, and proposed a division
of the spoil.

For three years he remained upon the boat, engaged in
gambling, and, when a fair opportunity presented itself,
murder. g 2
When all or a great portion of this tribe of villains






CHAPTER IV.
THE LAND PIRATE.

THAT circumstances may arise when nothing less potent
and immediate than the application of Lynch law can
prevent wholesale robbery and murder, was most conclu-
sively proved by the events which occurred in Mississippi
after the capture and imprisonment of Murrel, the “ Land
Pirate.”

In order that my readers may properly understand the
very extraordinary state of affairs that existed in the
Valley of the Mississippi at the time, it is necessary for
me to give some account of the pirate, his plot, and his
capture ; for singular as it may seem, few Northern men
have ever heard the name of Murrel, or known anything
of his conspiracy—a conspiracy which enrolled in its ranks
almost every villain in the Southwest, and aimed at no
less a crisis than the total destruction and ruin of the South-
western states.

John A. Murrel was one of the worst class of Western
villains. After a career of crime almost unparalleled, he
conceived and apparently carried near to execution a plan
which, if perfected, would have plunged the entire South
and West into an abyss of misery and desolation.

Whether he would really have pushed his designs to the
extent he induced his adherents to believe, is a matter of
doubt ; for although when a prisoner he was anxious that
they should make the attempt, it is probable he might have
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confined the sphere of action, or have deferred for a long
time the execution of his ineredibly daring plot.

His idea was to revolutionize the entire South ; to caunse
the negroes to rise simultaneously, and, under the com-
mand of his associates and himself, to lay waste city and
country, to burn, rob, murder, devastate, and destroy.

His plans were deeply laid. To a few he confided the
extent of his design, and to each of these gave the author-
ity to enlist all the minor villains of their acquaintance,
The latter were termed Strikers, and used but as tools—in
fact, as the hands to do the work of the conspiracy—while
the Grand Council, as head, controlled their motions.

They were sworn by the most horrible oaths to secrecy,
and to the unhesitating performance of all the commands
of their superiors. To violate their oaths was certain
death.

In a short time, Murrel had bound together in his chain
the great mass of robbers and minor villains in the West,
but this did not content him. For all the purposes of
mutual assistance in counterfeiting, robbery, negro and
horse stealing, the present confederacy might suffice, but
it was necessary for safety and the completion of his
grand design, that his band should include among their
members men of an entirely different class—men of stand-
ing in society, and of name in the world.

To accomplish this, he established throughout the entire
South, or perhaps more particularly the portion that
borders upon the Mississippi river, a cordon of robber
police, so well drilled, so effective in their operations, that
Vidocq himself might have envied the perfection of the
arrangements. Every crime not committed by one of the
gang was traced immediately to its author, and the crimi-
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nal was astounded on discovering that deeds which he
supposed none but his God and himself to be cognizant
of, were known by numbers, whose mandate he must obey
implicitly, and among whom he must enroll his name, or
be immediately exposed to the world and to justice.

It is not, at this late hour, for us to learn that petty
crimes, or those of the first magnitude, are not confined to-
the lower walks of life. All, however, were fish that came
to Murrel’s net ; the low gambler and the rich villain were
equally received with open arms.

Not content with detecting crime, his victims were
seduced to commit it, and the trap then sprung upon
them.

In this manner, ere long, he numbered men of all classes
and grades, including many persons of wealth, judges, law-
yers, clergymen, militia officers of high rank, planters, mer-
chants, &c.*

* Lest the reader may think that I have either been myself imposed
upon, or am seeking to impose upon others, I here insert an extract from a
Galveston paper, published within the last four years. In my account of
the Murrel conspiracy I have been particularly careful to insert nothing of
the truth of which I am not positively certain; many of the facts are from
personal knowledge, or from the knowledge of those upon whose word I
place implicit confidence.

THE MURREL GANG IN WASHINGTON COUNTY.

“The Texan Ranger, of the 10th instant, contains the confession of A. G,
Grigg, one of the gang of thieves whom the citizens of Austin, Fayette, and
Washington counties (where the operations have been principally carried
on) have determined on exterminating, or otherwise stopping their infamous
career. This confession exhibits an organized and systematic plan of pro-
cedure, as well caleulated to accomplish the nefarions ends of the band as
to escape the penalties of the law and justice in case of detection.

“The published names of those connected with the gang, are:—
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The great secrets of the confederacy were confined to
the leaders, known as the Grand Council, and the Striker’s
only duty was to obey the every command of his superior.

Members of the clan recognised each other by certain
signs, and the correspondence between the leaders was
conducted in a cipher.

Perhaps the most singular circumstance connected with
the history of this affair is, that although the designs of
Murrel must have been known to some two hundred of the
superior villains, and the existence of the plan to more
than as many thousands ; yet with so much fear did they

“Rev, Nathan Shook, of Crocket; Judge Kelsoe, or Kersaw, living
somewhere on the Gaudaloupe river; Orland Snapp, Lewis Boren, Bill
Short, William Howitt, George Carmine, James Cox, Nathanicl Greer,
James McLaughlin, James Crook, D. D. Ritchey, and a man named Agery-
The latter controlled a mint,located above Brownsville, on the Rio Grande,
but which none of the others were made acquainted with. Agery supplied
his accomplices with spurious coin for fifty cents on the dollar, in good
money, at the Star Hotel in this city, which establishment, according to
Grigg’s confession, he had rented, and Bill Short was to be proprietor.
Agery paid two hundred dollars, in good money, for each, negro delivered
to him, or four hundred dollars in spurious coin.

“Passing counterfeit money, stealing negroes, cattle, and other property,
were the principal branches of business followed by this extensive associa-
tion. A correspondent of the Ranger says, the number of negroes stolen
from the counties named is very considerable. Two of the gang, Short and
MecLaughlin, were tried for murder in 1848, but by means of their associates
on the jury got clear, and sfterwards boasted that they had followed one
of the state’s witnesses to take his life for giving evidence against them,
which it is thought they succeeded in doing. -The same correspondent says,
the gang is composed of ministers of the gospel, merchants, lawyecrs,
farmers, traders, and also that some EprTors of newspapers are inculpated,
as having aided by their advice and support.

“We are curious to know who the editors are, and look anxxoualy for
the full disclosures.”—Galveston News.

.
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regard the confederacy, or with so much faith did they
believe in the power, talent, and management of their
leader, that it was through him, and through him alone,
that they were ultimately betrayed.

The circumstances of the discovery of the plot were
these : ;

Murrel had owned a farm, or plantation, for a number
of years in Madison county, Tennessee. Here his true
character was for a time unknown, but the frequent losses
of slaves and valuable horses by the neighboring planters
induced them to regard him with suspicion, which indeed
his singular and mysterious mode of life warranted them
in doing.

He was absent months at a time from his home and wife
without any apparent reason, or ostensible business. Hig
home was a rendezvous for strangers of a suspicious cha-
racter ; persons were often seen to arrive and depart at
the dead hour of the night, and in fact everything con-
curred to produce the impression upon his neighbors, that
not only was-he a dishonest and dangerous character, but
also a leader or chief of some unknown band of robbers,
counterfeiters, or murderers—perhaps all the three.

Suspicion led to a closer serutiny, and scrutiny to detec-
tion. A neighbor had lost a number of slaves, and for
several days could find no trace of them. At length, the
overseer of his plantation discovering one of the runaways
creeping into his deserted “ quarter” at night, gave chase,
and after some trouble succeeded in capturing him.

From him they obtained a knowledge of the locale of the
rendezvous, and the name of the negro thief. As they had
anticipated, it was Murrel.

The testimony of a negro against a white man, however,
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is invalid in Tennessee, and it was necessary to detect the
criminal themselves.

The negro was accordingly directed to guide his master
and a number of well-armed men to the spot in silence,
and then rejoin his associates, being threatened with the
penalty of death if he should in any manner betray the
design of his captors.

The plot succecded. Hardly had the company been
cautiously posted around the negroes, when Murrel him-
self, bearing a basket of provisions in his hand, made his
appearance, and immediately began to divide the food
among them.

After the party had seen and heard sufficient for their
purpose, they rushed upon the villain, and secured him.

Taken entirely unawares, Murrel’s coolness did not in

“the least desert him ; on the contrary, he turned upon the
owner whom he had robbed, and congratulated him upon
the recovery of his slaves, stating that he had himself dis-
covered them but a short time before, and that he bad
beguiled them with fair promises and kind treatment into
the belief that he was their friend, solely for the purpose,
however, of securing them for him.

Desplte his self-possession, however, he was bound, and

» carried in triumph to the county jail, where, in a day or
two, he was bailed for a heavy sum. The day of trial
arrived, and to the astonishment of every one, Murrel
delivered himself up. So dark appeared the case, that the
idea was universal that the bail-bond would be forfeited,
and the criminal seek safety in flight. They were doubly
wistaken. Murrel had employed skilful counsel, and his
own knowledge of criminal law was not to be despised.
It soon appeared the count in the indictment charging him
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with “ negro stealing” eould not be sustained, and he could
only be convicted of harboring the negroes.

A verdiet was accordingly rendered against him for this
offence, mulcting him in a few hundred dollars, and against
this he contended, appealing to the “ Supreme Court,” upon
the ground of the unconstitutionality of the law against
“negro harboring.”

Failing in their attempt to inflict a severe penalty by
law, the citizens in Madison, or at least many of them, deter-
mined upon taking the affair in their own hands, and accord-
ingly organized a company with the intention of “ Lynch-
ing” him. Here again were they out-generalled ; for, per-
fectly apprised, through his spies, of their intentions, he
summoned his adherents around him and prepared for a
desperate resistance. Nor was this all. The enemies’ camp
counted among their number several of his spies, who not
only notified him of their every movement, but spread dis-
cord among the company, and finally leaving it in the pre-
tended fear of the consequences, induced the others to
abandon the design.

Murrel had conquered ; and now, fecling himself almost
invulnerable, determined upon revenge, not dreaming that
he had yet to cope with one, his equal in coolness and
courage, and his superior in cunning.

Among the most obnoxious of Murrel’s nelghbors was a
Methodist minister of the name of Henning. He had been
active in organizing the corps of regulators, and had used
all his influence to persuade the planters of Murrel’s guilt
and bad character, and upon him the desperado determined
to be fully revenged. Henning had two fine and valuable
negroes, and Murrel, without much difficulty, persnaded
them to run away. He sent with them one of his “Stri-
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kers,” whom he furnished with fast horses, to enable him,
if hard pressed, to escape ; but remained himself at home,
in order to evade suspicion.

In this respect his precautions were useless ; for as soon
as Henning missed his slaves, he sent a quick-witted spy
to watch every step of the supposed thief, and to obtain
from his wife, if possible, some information of his intended
movements. In the latter attempt the spy was successful,
and discovered that Murrel intended to leave for the town
of Randolph in a fortnight. Henning consulted with his
friends as to what course it would be most advisable for
him to pursue ; but unfortunately, in this sad world which
we inhabit, no man can be sure of a friend, as the worthy
preacher soon after found out to his cost.

The very man in whom he placed the most confidence,
and whom he first consulted upon the subject, was a mem-
ber of the clan, and one of the Grand Council, and of
course the information was conveyed to Murrel with all
possible speed.

The latter now had the double advantage of knowing
his adversary’s game, while his adversary supposed himself
to be equally wise. With his characteristic boldness,
Murrel addressed the following letter to Richard Hen-
ning, a son of the old preacher :—

; DrNuarg, January 23, 1835.
Sie,—

I have been told that you accuse me of being concerned in stealing
your own and your father’s negroes; and I have been told also, that you
have thought proper to vapor about what you would do with me if you
could be sure of having me on equal terms. I say I have been told these
things; and I wish to reply, if they be true, that I can whip you from the

point of a dagger to the anchor of a ship. But, sir, if I have been misin-
16
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formed by malicious persons, who wish to do you a diseredit, I trust you
will receive this Jetter as a message of friendship. I am about leaving for
Randolph, and shall be pleased to have your company on any terms you
may choose, or to satisfy you, if it is 7, that my intentions and
business are honest. -
Yours, according to the truth or falsity of the rumors,
Jomx A. MurgEL

Ricaaro Hexnive.

At this critical time, Virgil A. Stewart, a friend of
Henning, appeared upon the field, and the whole affair was
laid before him.

No answer had been returned to Murrel’s letter, and he
supposed that his object—to prevent pursuit—had been
attained.

Very different, however, were the intentions of the Hen-
nings and their friend. The latter advised them to
closely and carefully slow-track Murrel, until they found
what his real destination was, and what the business might
be that led him there; .and, moreover, volunteered to
accompany Richard Henning. His offer was accepted ;
and on the eve of the day when Murrel had informed them
of his design to leave, Stewart started with the intention
of riding a few miles upon the road to the house of a
friend, where his companion was to join him at an early
hour next morning.

Morning came, but no Henning ; and Stewart, after
waiting impatiently three or four hours, determined to
proceed alone, although almost unarmed. Whether he
would have done this had he known, as well as he after-
wards did, the character of the man whom he was to
encounter, is a matter of doubt ; but it is certain that the
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pages of history can show no greater instance of the dis-
play of presence of mind, energy, determination, and cou-
rage, both moral and physical, than he evinced in the sue-
cessful pursuance of his design.



CHAPTER V.
THE WOLF TRAPPED.

SteEwART had reached the first toll-gate upon his road, and
was in the act of inquiring of the keeper if Murrel had
passed during the morning or last night, when the person
himself rode up. - Stewart continued his conversation
with the keeper until Murrel had ridden out of sight, and
then being satisfied with regard to his identity, mounted
his horse in pursuit. It had been his intention to fol-
low his man closely, and yet to keep out of his sight,
but accident prevented this. The day was cold, and
Stewart’s horse, unpereeived by his master, quickening
his pace, brought him within sight of Murrel. The latter
was looking round at him when Stewart first perceived
their propinquity ; and now, without checking his pace, he
rode up, and entered into conversation.

Murrel was very inquisitive. Stewart informed him
that he was from the Choetaw Purchase, travelling in
quest of a valuable horse that he thought must have
strayed in that direction.

To the inquiry, “If he knew a man of the name of
Murrel 27 Stewart returned so prompt a negative, and
endured the scrutiny of his inquisitor’s eye so unflinch-
ingly, that Murrel, who trusted implicitly in his judgment
of men by their looks, banished entirely his first idea, that
Stewart was a sleuth-hound, that the Hennings had put
upon his trail. ;
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In some respects, Murrel’s judgment of his antago-
nist was correct. He saw courage, energy, and deter-
mination in his face at a glance, resolved to sound him,
and if possible to enlist so valuable a recruit to serve
under his own black flag.

Stewart intentionally spoke in such a manner as to give
his new acquaintance an idea that his meorals were of the
loosest, and in fact said so much that Murrel, thinking he
was wasting his labor after all upon one who was aJready
a member, endeavored to draw from him the secret sign of
the confederacy.

Failing in this, he set to work in. earnest, and com-
menced a recital of the exploits of “this aforesaid Mur-
rel "—speaking of him always as of a third party. Mur-
rel's weak point was vanity, and Stewart’s pretended
admiration of the villanous performances, related with so
much gofi#, so won upon him, that, completely deccived as
to the latter’s character, during the first day’s ride he
expressed and really conceived a kind of friendship for
him, and exacted a promise that he would accompany him
as far as Randolph, in the hope of obtaining some informa-
tion of the missing horse. A desperate game truly did
Stewart play ; but from the beginning of their acquaintance
he had, and kept the advantage.

The journey to Randolph occupied five days, during
which time Murrel, satisfied that his first estimate of
Stewart’s character was correct, opened all his plans to
him, and proposed to raise him immediately to a post of
honor i u¢ ~~1d join the gang. Stewart consented.

At this time, the least suspicion of his true character
and intentions, would have cost our modern Vidocq his
life ; and indeed he ran a very narrow risk of discovery.
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He had assumed the name of Hues, and unfortunately the
route which he and his companion were pursuing led them
to the village of Wesley, where they were to pass the
night, and where Stewart was known to several residents.
He fortunately succeeded in escaping momentarily from
Murrel’s vigilant eye, under pretence that the services of
a blacksmith were required for his horse ; and during his
temporary absence met a gentleman of his acquaintance,
to whom he confided his critical situation, and requested
him to mount, as it were, guard over the tavern, and if
any person who knew him should approach, to prevent
them calling him by any other than his nom de guerre.
His friend obeyed, and learning Stewart’s determination
to dare everything, and to follow Murrel until he was
satisfied of his true designs, he provided him with arms
of defence, of which Stewart was in great need.

Three times after this, did Stewart communicate to
persons upon the road, something of the character of his
companion, and of the desperate enterprise which he was
pursuing.

The travellers at length reached the Mississippi, oppo-
site the mouth of Old River, and crossed in a miserable
canoe, during a violent tempest—having left their horses
upon the eastern side. After landing upon the Arkansas
ghore, they proceeded some distance through a dense cane-
brake, crossed three streams of water, and at length stood
upon the shores of a lake, in the centre of which a small
island was seen.

This was the rendezvous of the Grand Council—a fit-
ting place, truly, for a congress of murderers ;—a spot
shunned by man, unknown save by the wild beasts who
chose it for their home. The rattlesnake and moccasin,
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less venomous than the human reptiles who herded there,
crawled under the primeval and miasma-fed drapery that
shrouded the deadly cypress, the only tree that claimed
the soil for its own. ;

Upon the island, Stewart found a number of the villains,
and also the missing negroes of Mr. Henning. The Grand
Council, or rather their representatives, had met to con-
coct plans for various nefarious enterprises, and among
them the wholesale robbery of the negroes of Mr. Hen-

-derson, an absent planter, by his overseer. Stewart, now

regularly inducted into their plans, secrets, and signs,
being entirely satisfied with regard to the plans of Mur-
rel, became naturally desirous to escape; and under the
pretence of having left, by mistake, some valuable papers
at the house of a Mr. Erwin, obtained leave of the chief
to return there, upon the condition that he would await
his own arrival before departing for home.

The Mr. Erwin to whose house Stewart returned, was
one to whom he had confided something of his hazardous
enterprise and of Murrel’s character. Besides Erwin, he
had also informed two other persons upon the road, and
all of them entered fully into his plan. One, a Mr.
Haynes, promised in case of any emergency, or of his not
retufning at the appointed time, to raise a company of
fifty armed men at half an hour’s notice, and take the
field to capture Murrel, and such of his gang as he might
find.

With Erwin, Murrel had contracted to deliver three
negroes at a certain- price, and Stewart had, before cross-
ing the river, arranged with his host to lead the pirate on
to the completion of the contract, and have him arrested
after the slaves had been reccived and paid for.
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I have thus far related the train of events which led to
Murrel’s capture, tersely and drily, in fact epitomizing the
testimony in the case; but before arriving at the erisis,
Iet us for a moment consider the peculiarly dangerous and
extraordinary position in which Stewart was placed.

He had embarked upon the enterprise with the sole
intention of recovering the negroes of his friend, and
bringing the thief to justice ; but in pursuit of his design,
had raised the curtain of an arcanum of crime as frightful
as it was unexpected.

At first, he probably supposed Murrel to be vaporing
with regard to his power, to the number of his clan, and
the horrid extent of his plans; but when, as the latter
proceeded with the details of his plot, giving name after
name of persons well known in the community, and many
of them in offices of power and trust, and when he exhi-
bited to him proof that he had already commenced nego-
tiations with some of the prominent abolitionists in the
North, to obtain their countenance and assistance, he
became convinced of the frightful reality of Murrel’s
‘statements.

The imminent peril which Stewart incurred by this dis-
covery cannot, we think, be properly appreciated by those
who have spent their lives in a densely-populated country,
one where a man is comparatively free from the danger of
assassination, and where, such a clue as Stewart now pos-
sessed, would be followed up by an active band of drilled
police, hied on by efficient magistrates, and a powerful
and independent press.

Imagine the situation of our hero, compelled, if he
would sustain the part of a true-hearted, honest man, to
enter the field of battle alone, and single-handed, against
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a host of known, and perhaps thousands of secret enemies,
to contend against them at a sacrifice of money, time, pro-
bably reputation, and life dtself, and all, to preserve
the lives and fortunes of those who, he must have
known, would never appreciate the sacrifice, and who
would, and did, believe that his knowledge was only
derived from his guilty connexion with the pirates, and
his betrayal of their plot but stimulated by the hope of
great reward.

Many men of passing honesty, situated as he was,
would, with the fear of death before their eyes, have
enrolled themselves in the devilish service. Most men
would have consulted their safety in flight, and kept the
frightful secret to themselves. Not onein amillion would
have acted with the energy, fearlessness of life, and stern
determination of purpose, of Virgil Stewart.

To resume the thread of our narrative. Upon arriving
at BErwin’s, Stewart informed him, as far as he dared, of
his momentous discoveries, and warned him to observe
great caution in the conducting of his plot for Murrel’s
capture.

On the next day Murrel arrived, and on the succeeding,
left with Stewart for home. They pursued the same road
over which they had already travelled, and parted near
the village of Wesley ; Murrel hastening home, and
Stewart turning off upon a by-road, until the former
should have had sufficient time to pass through the vil-
lage, and then hastened to enter it, and to visit the per-
son who had assisted him when he bad before passed
through on his eventful journey. On the next night he
arrived at Henning’s house, and there he related some
part of his extraordinary adventures.
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Before Stewart, fatigued and worn both in body and
mind as he was, had arisen, Henning had summoned a
number of his neighbors tosconsult with them. But one
opinion prevailed ; that it was neccssary to collect a suf-
ficient force and arrest Murrel. Stewart was somewhat
indignant at Henning’s proceedings, and remonstrated
against what he deemed a too precipitate course ; but in
vain.

Murrel was arrested by an officer with a numerous
posse of armed men, on the same night. Even while upon
the route to the jail, some of his followers must have suc-
ceeded in mixing with theé guard, for the bands which
secured him were cut ; a pistol was fired from a piece of
woods at Stewart, and the ball cut his bridlerein in -
two.

As soon as Murrel was incarccrated, Stewart and young
Henning set out to obtain testimony, and the villain him-
self prepared, if possible, to defeat them. News of his
capture had been sent through the entire clan, and they
were all up and on the move, as spiteful, determined, and
ready for mischief, as the disturbed denizens of a hornets’
nest. -

It is a miracle that Stewart escaped from assassination.
He was surrounded.by unknown dangers ; men whom he
deemed his friends—even two persons in whose hands he
had intrusted his property, and with one of whom he
lived—proved afterwards to have been of the number of
the Land Pirates.

His every step was dogged ; his house was watched
at night; an effort was made to enter his room, and mur-
der him in bed, which was frustrated by his watchfulness ;
for, discovering that there were persons prowling about
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his house, he remained at the window, and shot a man as
he was about entering it. At last, an attempt was made
to poison him at the house wkere he boarded, from which
he was saved by his having most providentially dis-
covered the true character and designs of the host and
hostess.

This discovery was in keeping with his other wonderful
adventures. He met one of the gang who did not know
him, and suspecting who the man might be, tried him with
the robber-sign, and found his suspicions verified. From
him, Stewart learned the intended rescue of Murrel ; his
plan to have him (Stewart) arrested for counterfeiting,
and the different preparations for defence if brought to
trial.

Murrel escaped, fled, was findlly traced to Florence,
Alabama, recaptured, and taken back to Madison.

‘He did not then by any means despair, and having
engaged one of the most skilful lawyers in the state,
and himself prepared a vast amount of suborned testi-
mony, hé hoped to escape from justice, and to fix upon
his enemy the brand of infamy. Here again his cal-
culations were overthrown in a manner as startling to
him and his friends as it was unexpected. Stewart
had “taken down the names of every one of the clan
whom Murrel had named to him upon the journey. This
he did while riding by his side, writing them upon
scaps of paper, or if impossible then, at the next time
that he had an opportunity.” When upon the stand,
he narrated in a clear and concise manner, the whole
of his adventures, and drew from his pocket the very
scraps of paper upon which were written the names of the
conspirators.
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There was a great confusion in Murrel’s camp. His
witnesses walked, one by one, quietly out of the Court-
house, until all the important ones were among the miss-
ing ; they were the very men whose names had just been
read.

Murrel’s last hope fell to the ground ; he was convicted
of negro-stealing, and sentenced to ten years’ imprison-
ment in the State Penitentiary.

Great was the consternation of the clan at the incarce-
ration of their leader, and at the frustration of their
bloody plot.

Many of the Grand Council, however, did not aban-
don their design, trusting that a story, apparently so
incredible as Stewart had related, would not be gene-
rally believed by the people of the South West, and
also relying on the number and great dissemination of
the clan, whereby a thousand tongues would be engaged
in blackening Stewart’s character, and ridiculing his tale.
The latter, however, determined to persevere in despite of
difficulty, danger, and defamation, and in February, 1885,
published a small pamphlet which contained an account
of his adventures, and an exposure of the plot.

The time for the general rising of the negroes had
been originally the 25th of December, 1835, which was
selected as the Christmas holiday, always a saturnalia
for the Southern negroes, and they might assemble with-
out suspicion. The attention of the people, however,
was completely awakened, the belief in Stewart’s story
general, and it was evident to even the most sanguine
of the conspirators that this time must be abandoned.

Ruel Blake, who was the acknowledged chief of the
Mississippi squad, after consulting with his brother vil-






CHAPTER VI
JUDGE LYNCH'S INTERFERENCE.

BLAKE found the Mississippi conspirators firm in their bad
purpose, and willing to second him; but those of the
adjoining States were terror-stricken and demurred, so
that he was forced to confine his operations to the former.

Every preparation was made, and the whole affair actu-
ally conducted to within eight days of the proposed crisis,
when an exposure took place. A lady residing in Livings-
ton county, who had been induced to watch her slaves very
closely, from a singular alteration in their demeanor, over-
heard a conversation between two of them on the night of
the 26th June, which filled her with terror and apprehen-
sion. She immediately consulted with her son, and one of
the parties, a girl, was summoned into the house, informed
of what had been already heard, and finally induced to
confess.

The information was laid before the “ Committee of
Safety” of the county, early the next morning, and they
proceeded to investigate the subject in the most active
manner. The knowledge of the conspiracy was traced
back to four slaves, who were the ringleaders among the
negroes, two of them preachers ; and their guilt being fully
established, they were hung.

Up to this moment no agency of a white man had been
discovered ; but on the next day further information was
furnished the Committee, and then through this second
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channel they at last reached the fountain-head of the mis-
chief.

Want of space prevents a description of the scenes
that followed, but I will glance at the proceedings in
Livingston.

With every certainty of the correct and forcible admi-
nistration of the law, there would have been now no time
for its formal delays ; but knowing, as the citizens did, that
they stood, as it were, upon a voleano ready to explode,
that the law was utterly impotent in the premises, and
that no man could be depended upon save him, who went
heart and hand with them, in crushing the conspiracy in
its bud ; but one course was open. The Committee did
all that could have been expected from them. As fair a
trial as it was possible for them to give, was allowed the
accused. The Governor of the State was consulted, and
issued a proclamation approving of their proceedings.

The most important conspirators that were living in
Livingston were Ruel Blake, Cotton, Saunders, Donovan,
and Dean. A man named Lee Smith was found guilty of
some knowledge of the plot, but allowed to depart upon
the condition that he would leave the State. He fell into
the hands of the infuriated citizens of Hinds county, and
was slain. Two Earls were also arrested, and made con-
fessions. One hung himself in his cell, and the other was
sent to Vicksburg, and we believe escaped.

The guilt of thesc men was proved by the most clear and
indubitable evidence ; by their confessions upon the gal-
lows, and by their implicating one another.

Here is the confession of Dr. Cotton :—

“T acknowledge my guilt. I was one of the principal ones, with Boyd
and Ruel Blake, in getting up this conspiracy. I am a member of the
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Murrel clan, and belong to what *we call the Grand Council. I have coun-
selled with them on an island in the Mississippi, and onee near Columbus,
this spring. Our object in undertaking this clan was not to liberate the
negroes, but to get plunder.. It has been in contemplation several years,
but fell through on Murrel’s conviction and imprisonment. We sought to
revive it on the plan laid down in Stewart’s pamphlet. From the exposure
of our plans in that publication, we feared the eitizens would be on their
guard on the night of the 25th December, so we thought we would take by
surprise on the night of the 4th July, and it would have been to-night (and
may be yet) but for the detection of our plans. There are about one hun-
dred and fifty of our clan in this state. Boyd is the leader, and the Earls,
who swore for us on the 1st, were his main men. Saunders was in the
plot. Blake's boy, Peter, was justly punished, for he was very active in
corrupting his fellow negroes. There are arms and ammunition deposited
in Hinds county, near Raymond,
“(Signed) Josnua Corrox.
“July 4th, 1835.” :

The gang of villains whose projects were thus frustrated
was very far from being annihilated. They had learned
too well the benefits to be derived from a mutual system
of assistance and co-operation, by a combination of per-
sons in the different walks of life—from a proper appor-
tionment of labor, in the true spirit of Adam Smith’s doc-
trine of economy,—to again recommence the career of ini-
quity, unaided and unabetted.

They had learned that by proper management, by the
application of brute force, of threats, of example in some
situations, and the juggling of courts, witnesses, and juries
in others, that any confederate was comparatively safe
from every danger of being overtaken by retributive just-
ice, save by the dreaded and fatal Lynch Law.

The members of the band generally changed their posts ;
those who were planters and merchants, finding themselves
objects of suspicion, sold out,—often to others of the clan,
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whose characters were as yet unknown to their new neigh-
bors,—and moved to some adjoining state.

The Grand Council was probably done away with, and
having now no acknowledged leader, they divided them-
selves into numerous small parties, each with their chosen
chief and manager, unconnected with the others in any
momentous project, but still known to each other, and fur-
nishing shelter and assistance to any villain or villains who
might require it.

Many of them emigrated to Texas, and it is of this sec-
tion that I would speak, being intimately acquainted with
their movements from personal observation.

One of the first who met with his deserts was an old
man by the name of Yokum, who had been the terror of
the part of Louisiana .where he formerly resided, we
believe upon Plaquemine Brulé, or in that vicinity. It
has often been told us by old settlers from that portion
of the state, that not one of Yokum’s family, or of the
gang whom he kept around him, had met with a natural
death.

This patriarch in crime selected * Pine Island Prairie,”
in the lower part of Eastern Texas, a place where he would
be but little troubled with inquisitive neighbors; and
wheff;, from its location upon the road leading from
Belew’s Ferry upon the Sabine through Liberty, and cross-
ing the San Jacinto at the Afttascaseta ford to Houston,
he would be sure to entertain, that is, “ keep” or “ receive,”
almost every traveller that chose that route.

Knowing the advantages of a good character at home,
he soon, by his liberality, apparent good-humor, and oblig-
ing disposition, succeeded in ingratiating himself with the
few settlers who were, with backwoods courtesy, called
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neighbors,—any one within fifteen miles being entitled to
the benefit of the term.

The first thing that attracted general suspicion and
inquiry, was the appearance of his stud. Planters and
stock-raisers in Texas keep many horses, but they are usu-
ally of the small breed of Louisiana Creole ponies, or those
of the Spanish kind. The larger breed of horses from the
Northern or Western States are designated as “ American
horses,” and seldom met with, unless perchance a physi-
cian, lawyer, or wealthy planter may keep one as his espe-
cial saddle-horse. 'Travellers, however, are generally
mounted upon them.-

No Texan can conceal his stock of cattle, or his stud, as
every acre of prairie and timber is thoroughly hunted over
once and often twice a year, by large parties of stock-
raisers, who join together and ride over the whole country
within twenty and thirty miles of their residences, and
very frequently much farther, gathering every four-footed
beast into the nearest pen, and selecting out their own for
the purpose of branding them. Ignorant, except of their
own peculiar business ; their knowledge of everything per-
taining to cattle ; their recollection of, and skill in mana-
ging them, is wonderful. It is not surprising, then, that
the large and increasing stock of fine American horses,
which were found grazing in the prairie near Yokum’s,
excited their suspicion. Inquiries for missing travellers,
and the non-appearance of some who were known to have
stopped upon the road at houses cast of Yokum’s, but who
did not make their appearance again, furnished additional
cause. At length, by a very singular train of events,
things came to a crisis.

A man named Carey, an industrious, hard-working per-
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gon, settled upon a prairie, near Cedar Bayou, in company
with a Mr. Page. They owned a small tract, and culti-
vated a small farm jointly.

Near them—in fact, the fences of their plantations
joined—lived a Mr. Britton, a blustering, quarrelsome
Down-easter, who, in consideration of his Goliah-like pro-
portions, determined upon ruling the prairie.

Britton, Page, and Carey oceupied the same “league
of land, and ere long the former was embroiled with the
two latter in a violent dispute, commenciag with a diffi-
culty in the division of the property, and aggravated by
that fruitful subject, a quarrel about their dogs.

Page kept sheep, but no dogs ; and Britton dogs, but no
sheep. Britton’s favorite dog killed Page’s sheep, and
Page or Carey killed Britton’s dog. Here, now, was a
germ for a serious difficulty, and in itself a very pretty
. quarrel as it stood. Soon after, Britton met Carey upon
the prairie, and horse-whipped him. Threatsand recrimi-
nations followed, but nothing serious resulted from them
for nearly a year.

At last, something again exeited Brlttons ire, and he
sent word to Carey that he was braiding a lash for his
especial benefit—a lash that would cut him to the bone.

Carey’s business, that afternoon, caused him to visit a
neighbor, a new settler, who was living, pro fem., in a
small log pen, or house. Iere he found his antagonist,—
sitting in the door, and leaning his head back against the
door-post,—and also two or three other persons, who had
called upon the new comer.

€arey entered, placed a rifle which he was carrying
upon the bed, and, after remaining some half an hour,
during which time nothing had passed between him and

r”
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his enemy, rose to retire. Ilis gun lay with its muzzle
towards the door, and Carey stepped round the bed, as if
to raise the gun by the breech. As soon as he put his
hands upon the pieee, it was discharged, and a ball passed
through Britton’s brain. He fell dead instantly, without
* groan or word. I am in error, however, in stating that he
fell dead ; for so quickly did death supervene the rifle’s
report, that he remained sitting bolt upright, and the spec-
tators did not know until Carey bad left the room, that
anything more®serious than an accidental discharge.of the
rifle had taken place.

The perpetrator of this homicide (whether accidental or
intentional none but his Maker and himself can tell) imme-
diately fled from the county, and took refuge with old
Yokum, probably judging that his late deed would be a
fitting letter of introduction.

Yokum received him with open arms, promised to pro-
tect and defend him, and, if necessary, to secure his
retreat from the county"in safety.

This, however, was very far from his real design, and he
kept Carey housed for a long time, a prey to agonizing
fears, which were not allayed by the tales he was told of
the threats that the county had made of taking him by
foree, and lynching him.

Thus working upon his fears, Yokum prevented his pri-
soner (for such he really was) from carrying out the inten-
tion which he had expressed soon after his arrival, of deli-
vering himsélf up for trial as soon as the momentary
cxcitement of the people had died away ; and ultimately
persuaded him of the absolute necessity that existed to dis-
pose of his property in Texas as best he might, and then
to fly from the country. Yokum offered to purchase the
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“improvements,” which were valuable, and to facilitate his
exodus and that of Page’s family ; and placing full faith
in his honesty of purpose, Carey gave him a letter to his
friend, directinghim to make a deed of sale of the planta-
tion, &ec., to Yokum.

Yokum immediately rode over to the scene of the late
disturbance, and finding Page ready to comply with his
partner’s wishes, left with him several of his fine American
horses, with which the family were to escape, and which
was to be the first payment, together with a sum of money
which he promised them,—towards the purchase of the
estate.

During Carey’s residence in this backwoods Alsatia, he
had formed an acquaintance with one of the clan who
seemed to have taken a fancy to him, and to whom he pro-
bably was indebted for his life. While Yokum was absent,
this, person opened Carey’s eyes as to the whole plot, which
was now drawing to its close. The whole preperty was
to be transferred to Yokum by Carey’s agent, Page, for a
nominal consideration, and Yokum promised to hold it
until he could sell it to advantage, and then to send the
money to Carey, or to pay it over to his agent. In the
meanwhile, the horses were given, or lent, and a small sum
of money.  ° !

This, however, was all pretence, and Yokum’s true design
was to obtain a legal title to the plantation, and then to
dispose of Carey in such a manner that there would be no
danger of his turning up again. There was another neces-
sity for this course: Carey had learnt too many and too
dangerous secrets, for Yokum to trust him out of his sight.
Carey escaped, and fled to the house of one of the most
influential men in Liberty county, to whom he confided all
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his knowledge of Yokum and his doings, and also stated
his intention of delivering himself up immediately for
trial.

The people were called together, and determined to
take the law in their own hands, to punish the guilty, and
to drive the entire clan out of the county.

Upon their arrival at Yokum’s house, they found that
he had escaped, and setting themselves to work to make
such investigation as they could, soon satisfied themselves
of his undoubted crime. )

A negro informed them where the bones of a traveller
could be found, viz., in an old well ; and those of another
were said to have been discovered bleaching upon the
prairie. Yokum’s family were ordered to leave the house,
the furniture was removed, and the premises set on fire.
The family, and all of the hangers-on, had a certain num-
ber of days allowed them to move their effects and leave
the countg, being threatened with death if they ever
returned. This last measure was one of neeessity, as the
safety of all those concerned in their removal depended
upon it.

A party set forth upon Yokum’s trail, and suceeeded in
finding him at a heuse near Spring Creck, in the present
county of Montgomery, and then known as* Spring Creek
county. The culprit was secured and carried some miles
on the homeward route, when his captors dismounted,
informed him that his time had come, and giving him one
short half hour to repent the villanies of a long lifetime,
shot him through the heart.

The family of Yokum, and all connected with them, left
the county and emigrated further west, denouncing the
Lynching party and swearing that they would be revenged
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upon every one who had a hand in the affair. There is
no doubt but that some of ‘these threats would have been
fulfilled, had not the citizens of Liberty county proved
that they were terribly in earnest, in their determination
to take instant and fatal measures, with any one of the
elan who should dare to again cross the eounty line.

The least objectionable of all of Yokum’s tribe, one of
his somns, Christopher—perhaps the only one against
whom some heinous crime could not have been esta-
blished—had married but a short time before the general
breaking up of the gang. His wife refused to aceom-
pany or to follow him, but promised to live with him if he
would return ; and, after waiting a year, he determined to
do so. "Whether this was a mere ruse to obtain a foot-
hold again, and to provide a house of refuge for others to
earry out their threatened revenge, I know not, but it
proved a fatal affair for him. As soon as the sheriff
heard of his presence, he immediately put him in the jail
at Beaumont, in order to save his life, and if possible
assist him to escape. But all precautions were uscless.
The people rose immediately upon learning of Yokum's
arrival, and taking him out of jail, hung him upon the
first tree. ¢

Thus was entirely destroyed the branch of the Murrel
gang in Liberty county, and the prompt action of deter-
mined men prevented it from becoming an abiding-place
for thicves, and a den of murderers.

Concerning the after fate of Murrel, and his eonqueror,
Stewart, many contradictory reports are in circulation. I
have seen a statement that the former, broken down in
health and spirits by his long confinement, died of con-
sumption soon after his release, and that the latter was’ at
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the present time a wealthy farmer in the interior of Penn-
sylvania. With regard to Stewart, I know this to be
erroneous, and have good reason to believe that Murrel
did not die from. the disease or in the manner related.

After Murrel’s imprisonment, and the éclaircissement
which followed, furnishing proof indisputable of the cor-
rectness of Stewart’s statements, his enemies, the yet
undiscovered members of the clan, in a thousand ways
sought to poison the public ear. They denounced him as
a member of the clan, induced by hope of reward, by
cowardice, or a spirit of revenge, to betray the plot.
‘When a man has hundreds of sccret enemies thrusting
their stealthy but fatal daggers into his character, with
but few friends who can but ward off the more open
blows, his chance for obtaining even-handed justice from
any community is small, and so it proved with our hero.
For a time, his popularity was great, and the Legislature
of Mississippi voted bim ten thousand dollars to pay his
expenses to and in Europe, under the impression that his
life was in great danger in any part of this country.
Stewart declined the money, refused to leave, and deter-
mining to test his popularity and the strength of his ene-
mies, ran for Congress, but was defeated. Justly dis-
gusted and indignant at the ingratitude of those for
whom he had sacrificed so much, he left the state and
country, and settled upon Peach Creek, within a few
miles of the Colorado river, in Western Texas.

Even here he deemed his life in constant danger, and
from this time did not dare to venture out from his
cabin after dark, to have a light in his room, or to sleep
in the same chamber as his wife. His hair and beard were
neglected, and he sought to disguise his appearance, but
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all these precautions would have been of but little avail
hiad not a secret but potent fetter been applied to restrain
the hands of his revengeful enemies. It was said openly,
by those of whose knowledge in the premises there could
be but little doubt, that Murrel had commanded his
friends to let Stewart alone, and to reserve him for his
own vengeance.

Tmmediately after his release, he left for Texas, but had
scarcely crossed the frontier when he was attacked by a
fever which speedily terminated his infamous career.
Stewart survived him a short time, dying a natural death.

Mourrel was no common man. Possessed of an indomi-
table cuergy, great quickness of perception, an unshaken
nerve, a power fo influence and control all with whom he
came in contact, it is probable that under different cir-
cumstances, and unexposed to those temptations which
early led him astray, he might have been an honor and a
blessing to his country in the couneil or in the field.

17



CHAPTER VIL
DEFEAT OF THE GAMBLERS.

TrE application of Lynch Law in large cities, in densely
populated counties, or in any place where law and order
rule, is to be deprecated as the greatest of misfortunes.
‘Where such rude justice is not only excusable, but peremp-
torily necessary, it yields, after a short space, to the more
‘slowly-moving and deliberate decision of the law of the
land. But when peace and order have been once fairly
established, to permit of their overturn, for a moment, isto
establish a precedent for riot and murder—to open the
door for anarchy and incalculable mischief.

The hanging of the gamblers at Vieksburg—an affair
which made quite as much noise in the world as the burn-
ing at the stake of so many martyrs would have done—is
by no means a case in point, and has been very unjustly,
although almost universally, censured.

Tt occurred during the Murrel excitement, when it was
known that the gamblers as a body belonged to, or were
cognizant of, the conspiracy. At this time, every boat
that plied upon the Western rivers was infested by gam-
blers, every village and town overrun with them. Reek-
less men, without hope or fear, they herded together, set-
ting alllaw, both divine and human, at defiance, and shield-
ing their companiens from the consequences of any act,
however heinous. Their only argument was the Bowie-
knife, their only rejoinder the pistol-bullet.
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The movement against them was not eonfined to Vicks-
burg, but with scarcely an exception, they were driven
from all the minor cities of the South West. At this time
the people became aware of the imminent danger which
they incurred, and the gamblers, in the very spirit of the
old adage, “ Quem Deus vult perdere,” etc., conducted them-
selves with increased audacity. They mustered in such
force at Montgomery, Alabama, as to set at naught all
municipal authorities and regulations. A hotel which
they frequented was unlicensed, and the keeper, prompted
by his customers, refused to pay fine or tax ; and when an
attempt was made to enforce some of the more potent
arguments—the stocks and stones—of the law, the officers
were met with closed doors, and the appearanee of a very
ugly assortment of fire-arms at the windows.

Forbearance ceased to be a virtue, and the eitizens, assem-
bling in numbers, declared that they would, at any cost,
rid their city of the scum which had infested it. Arming
themselves, they proceeded to invest the enmemy’s head-
quarters, which they found prepared to sustain a siege—
the doors barricaded, and the windows filled with despe-
radoes, who dared them to advance, and swore with hor-
rid oaths, that the first man or men who should attempt to
foree - the door, or even approach it, should be perforated
with bullets.

Then occurred an act of cool and determined, almost
unexampled, bravery upon the part of Edward Dargin, at
this moment a Judge of the Supreme Court. Seeing that
his party hesitated, he seized an axe, and deliberately
advanced to the door. The gamblers covered him with
their rifles, but entirely disregarding the danger, he
ordered the citizens to advanee, fire the house, and mas-
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sacre every man within it, if the besieged dared to fire
upon him.

The cool bravery of the man cowed the ruffians, and
Dargin dashed in the door with his axe, apparently regard-
less of the muzzles of eleven rifles direeted against him.
The gamblers submitted, and left Montgomery, where,
had it not been for this act of heroism, a more bloody
tragedy than that of Vicksburg would have been enacted.

In Tuscaloosa, the gamblers were driven out at the
point of the bayonet, or, to speak more correctly, at the
muzzle of the rifle. The other towns imitated their exam-
ple, especially those upon the Mississippi and Red River.
For a time the chevaliers d'industrie scarcely dared to
appear at all upon the boats, and when they did, were
forced to conduct themselves with great eircumspection,
for upon the least disturbance, the boat was rounded to at
the next wood-yard, and the culprit discharged. In any
aggravated case, some of the uninhabited islands of the
Mississippi were colonized by a set of modern Robinson
Crusoes, whose chance of escape was rather slim.

At Vieksburg and Natchez, they had reigned supreme.
They obtained eomplete and undisputed possession of a
certain portion of the latter place, known as Natchez-
under-the-Hill, Thiz was of necessity the landing, and
where all the warehouses for cotton and heavy merchan-
dise were located, surrounded by daneing, drinking, and
gambling houses. No man’s life was safe in the streets
one moment after dark, and passengers of the steamboats
lying there, who rcturned to their boats after sundown,
ran through the lower town as if the avenger of blood
were behind them. The gamblers were expelled in a
body, and shortly afterwards the lower town was de-
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stroyed by fire, doubtless an act of revenge on their part.
Vicksburg boasted of* no “ynder-the- hill,” and so the
gamblers, unable to colonize, as in the case of Natchez,
determined to take the town itself, or at least to hold all
the peaceable citizens in subjection, and all authority at
defiance. So, for a time they did, but tkeir harvest time
came at last. In a quarrel, one of the party shot a Dr.
Bradley, and when an attempt was made to arrest them,
they barricaded the doors as their friends had done in
Montgomery. Had they submitted quictly at first, their
fate would not have been more severe than that of the lat-
er ; but when the armed citizens approached the house,
they were fired upon, and several wounded, if not killed.

It needed but this : their cup of iniquity was full. Five
of them were scized and hung ; and had the entire gang in
the South West met with the same fate, in the same man-
ner, their destruction would have been an incalculable
blessing to the country.

The man who, really knowing the condition of this sec-
tion at this time, could stigmatize this action of the citi-
zens of Vicksburg as a “ barbarous murder "—which hun-
dreds of prints, at home and abroad, have done—would be
a fit candidate for the Non-Resistant Society, or Douglas,
Smith; Kelly & Co.’s Liberty party of saints of the lower
house.

Among the many abuses of Lynch Law which bave
occurred, I shall cite two, which I select for the reason
that I am personally cognizant of the one, and inti-
mately acquainted with the facts of the other. Moreover,
the circumstances of the latter bear a striking resemblance
to those attending an exhibition of popular vengeance in
the quict and law-abiding city of Edinburgh, during the
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regency of Queen Caroline. If any other reasons were
necessary, I might further state, that these two events
have been held up to the world, with their attending eir-
cumsfances, atrociously misrepresented by that precious
collection of * Glauber” salt of the earth, Garrison’s gene-
ration of knaves and fools, and I also believe, that the
days npon which these unhappy deeds occurred are
marked as red-letter days upon the truthful (?) pages of
the Anti-Slavery Almanac.

The small city of Grand Gulf, in Mississippi, was, on a
certain Saturday night in May, 1848, a scene of the great-
est alarm and excitement. A most brutal, and, as it was
supposed at the time, a double murder, had been committed
by a notorious negro, named Dick. He was a man of
great muscular power, activity, and resolution, and but for
his uncontrollable temper and savage disposition, would
have been of great value to any master. A gentleman
named Taylor originally owned him, and although a person
of great strength and courage, found much difficulty in
keeping the refractory slave in subjection. At times he
would run away, and remain for days in the bush, and no
one save his master cared to seek him. Mr. Taylor
informed me that upon one occasion, when he came upon
Dick unperceived by him, the fellow had a long knife in
his hand, with which he was butchering, in imagination, all
of those who had incurred his displeasure ; and his recol-
lection of causes of offence must have been very accurate,
and the list of offenders a long one, to judge of the number
of those over whose ideal slaughter he was gloating.

It ig said, that when the idea of committing murder once
fairly enters a man’s brain, it never again abandons pos-
session, but haunts him like a demon, urging him on, like
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the air-drawn dagger of the Thane. And so it proved
with Dick.

A man named Greene, who owned a small “force,” was
engaged in the brick-making business, and, envying Taylor
the possession of so valuable a man as Dick, endeavored to
purchase him. For a long time Taylor refused, telling
Greene honestly, that Dick was a very troublesome negro,
one that could be kept in order only by an owner that he
feared, and that he (Greene) had neither the physical-abi-
lity nor the resolution to conquer him.

At length, wearied with Greene’s pertinacity, Taylor set
a price upon his man, so exorbitant indeed that he had no
idea of its being paid ; but Greene quickly closed the bar-
gain, purchasing, at the same time, a tyrannical master and
his own death-warrant.

As soon as Dick was released from Taylor’s control, he
gave free vent to his natural disposition, and in a very
short time inspired his master, his overseer, and in faet
every one upon the plantation, with such fear, that he
became virtually the master of the place. His owner did
not dare to punish him, nor did he think it at all safe to
hint of selling him ; and things went from bad to worse,
untit finally a tragedy was enacted, sufficiently bloody to
gratify even the morbid tastes of the readers of Reynolds’s
school of novels.

Greene, returning to the house very early upon the
above mentioned Saturday, and feeling quite unwell,
ordered Dick’s wife, a house servant, to make him a cup
of tea. He then threw himself upon the bed, and had
nearly fallen asleep, when a loud noise in the kitchen,
shrieks, and cries of murder, aroused him, A negro-boy
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rushéd into the room, and begged him to come into the
kitchen and prevent Dick from murdering his wife.

Greene sprang from the bed, and without stopping to
dress, ran into the kitchen, where he found that Dick had
knocked down the woman Maria with a flat-iron, for no
other reason than because he had ordered her to iron a vest
for him immediately, as he wanted to go to a ball, and she
replied that she would do so as soon as she had prepared
a cup of tea for her master, but could not before.

Before Greene could interpose either remonstrance or
force, Dick—whose blood was up—seized him by the throat.
Greene endeavored to retreat, and succeeded in making
his way to his bed-room ; Dick still clinging to him. In
this room two loaded guns leaned against the wall ; but
before Greene could possess himself of either, Dick, who
yet held him by the throat, fired two pistols at his head,—
strange to say, without any other effect than breaking the
glass of a window behind them.

Releasing his clasp of Greene’s throat, Dick now seized
him by the hair ; drew him out of the room, across the
piazza, and into the grass plot in front of the cottage, and
in less time than the description of the deed occupies, cut
Lim literally to pieces ; inflicting seven wounds that would
cither of them have been mortal, and hacking and scarring
the body all over. .

The plantation negroes were all present, but offered no
assistance to their master. As soon as they recovered
from their paralysis of fear they ran and hid themselves in
the woods. 2

When Dick had satisficd himself that his master was done
for, with his bloody knife in his bloody hand, he rushed
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out of the inclosure, and down the hill, to finish the pun-
ishment of his wife. She, with one other kitchen servant,
was concealed in the swamp at the foot of the hill ; but
when Dick called her, beside herself with fright, she left
her hiding place and went to him. Without a word, the
negro cut her through and through, and then leaving her
for dead, started down the Bluff-road, that led around the
town to the mouth of the Big Black-River, and would
doubtless have made his escape but for the shrewdness of
the same young negro who had at first given Greene the
alarm.

‘Without stopping to sec the result of the affray, the lad
immediately ran down to the town, went first to a tavern
upon the main road, and then to another, some distance
up the river and pear the Bluffroad. The boarders at
either place were just awaiting the tea bell, and mustered
pretty strongly. Fifty men, at least, immediately started
for the scene of the murder; a part by the direct road,
and a part—through the lad’s advice—by the circuitous
one.

The latter party captured the murderer, knife in hand,
and brought him direetly to the sheriff’s office, when
they were met by the other and stronger company, headed
by a brother of the murdered man. They also had made
a capture, and one that caused more alarm for a time, than
the tragedy itself.

Half way between the bluff and the town, a negro head-
ing for the latter, at full speed, with a butcher knife in onée
hand and hatchet in the other, ran right among them, and
was scized and pinioned, The affair began to look like an
insurrection among the negroes. The first party kept on
to Greene’s house, and searching it, found concealed in

17> :
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and under Dick’s bed, twenty-one dangerous weapons of
several kinds,

The two parties—as I have before said—met at the
sheriff's office. The first—much the stronger of the two
—declared their intention of taking the prisoner and burn-
ing him alive that very night, and were only prevented
from so doing by the representations of the sheriff, that if
they did, all chance of discovering those who were impli-
cated with Dick, would be thrown away ; and besides, that
the next day being Sunday, the execution of Dick would
be witnessed by many plantation negroes, and might pro-
duce a salutary effect upon them.

Having procured a temporary reprieve, the sheriff endea-
vored to o